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WI E THER diſpenſing hope, and eaſe 
To the pale victim of diſeaſe, 

Ur in the ſocial crowd you fit, 

— and avit; 
Mook x's partial ear will not diſdain 
Attention to my ae 


B 2 I mean 
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I mean no giddy heights to climb, 
And vainly toil to be ſublime; 


Wbile every line with labour wrought, 


1s ſwell'd with tropes for want of thought : 


- Nor ſhall I call the Muſe to ſhed 
Caſtalian drops upon my head; 


Or ſend me from an bowers 


At preſent all ſuch aid I light— 


| 
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A chaplet wove of fancy's flowers. 
| My heart inſtructs me how to write. 
| 


That ſofter glide my hours along, 
That till my griefs are ſooth'd by ſong, 
That ſtill my careleſs numbers flow 


To your ſucceſsful {kill I owe; 


Th 
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You, who when fickneſs o'er me hung, 


And languor had my lyre unſtrung, 
With treaſures of the healing art, 


| With friendſhip's ardor at your heart, 


From ſickneſs ſnatch'd her early prey 
And bade fair health the goddeſs gay, 


With laughing eye, and roſy face, 
Accuſtom'd when you call to hear, 
On her light pinion haſten near, 


And ſwift reſtore with influence kind, 


With like benignity, and mou 
The mental malady to ey 
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With ſprightly air, and winning grace, 


My weaken'd frame, my drooping mind. 


To 
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To ſtop the fruitleſs; hopeleſs tear, HR 
Ihe life you lengthen'd, render dear, 


To charm by fancy's powerful vein, 
« The written troubles of the brain,” 
From gayer ſcenes, compaſſion led 
Your frequent footſteps to my ſhed: 
And knowing that the Mutes art | 


| Has power to eaſe an aching heart, 
You ſooth'd that heart with partial praiſe, 


And I before too fond of lays, : 
While others pant for ſolid gain, 


Graſp at a laure! ſprig—in vain— 


You could not chill with frown ſevere 
The madneſs to my ſoul ſo dear ; 
For ben Apollo came to ſtore 


Your mind with ſalutary lore, 


Yo 
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The god I ween, was pleas' d to dart 
A ray from Pindus on your heart; 
Your willing boſom caught the fire, 


ng ſtill is partial to the lyre, 


But now from you at diſtance plac'd 
Where Epping ſpreads a woody waſte ; 
| Tho' unreftrain'd my fancy flies, 
And views in air her fabrics riſe, 
And paints with brighter bloom the flowers, 
Bids Dryads people all the bowers, 
And Echoes ſpeak from every hill, 
And Naiads pour each little rill, 
| And bands of Sylphs with pride unfold | 
Their azure plumage mix'd with gold, 
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My heart remembers with a ſigh 
That you are now no longer nigh. : 


The magic ſcenes no more engage, 


I quit them for your various page; ; 


Where, with delight I traverſe o er 


The * paths you nod before : 
Ah not in vain thoſe paths you trac'd, 


With heart to fool, with powers to taſte ! 


Amid the ever-jocund train 


Who * upon the banks * Seine, 


In your light F renchman WEST I ce 
His nation's gay epitome ; 


Whoſe careleſs hours glide ſmooth alone, 


Who charms MISFORTUNE with a ſong. 


She 


1 


She ea not as on Albion's plain, 
With death, and madneſs in her train 
| For here, hog keeneſt ſharpeſt dart 

May raze, but cannot pierce the heart. 
Vet he whoſe ſpirit light as air- 

| Calls life a jeſt, and laughs at care, 
Feels the ſtrong force of vides voice, 


And bids afflicted love rejoice 5 


Love, ſuch as fills the poet's page 
Love, ſuch as form'd the golden age | 
FANCHON, thy grateful look I ſee— | | 


| ſhare thy joys I weep with thee—- 


What eye has read without a tear 


A tale to nature's heart ſo dear ! 
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| | There, dreſs'd in each ſublimer grace 
Geneva's happy ſcene I trace 7, 
Her lake, from whoſe broad boſom thrown 
| Ruſhes the loud impetuous Rhone, 
And bears his wavesTwidh mazy ſweep 
= In rapid torrents to FR deep 
Oh for a Muſe leſs weak of wing, 
High on yon Alpine ſteeps to ſpring, 
And tell in verſe what they diſcloſe 
As well as you have told in proſe ; 
1 ©: wrapt in ſnows and icy ſhowers, 
Eternal winter, horrid "OY 
Upon the mountain's awful brow, 
While 3 blooms below; 
How icy ſtructures rear their forms 


Pale products of ten thouſand ſtorms 3 
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Where the full ſun- beam powerleſs falls 
On cryſtal arches, columns, walls, 
Yet paints the proud fantaſtic height 
| With all the ben! hues of light. 
Why 110 poet call'd to birth 2 
In ſuch a favour'd ſpot of earth? 
How high his vent'rous Muſe might riſe, 
And proudly fourn to aſk ſupplies 
From the Parnaſſian hill, the fire 
Of verſe, Mont Blanc might well inſpire. 
o SwrrzzrLAND! how oft theſe eyes 
| Defire to view thy mountains riſe ; 
How fancy loves thy ſteeps to climb, 
80 wild, ſo ſolemn, ſo ſublime; 
And o'er thy happy 0 roam, 


Where freedom rears her humble home. 
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i Ab, how unlike each ſocial grace 
Which binds in love thy manly race, 
The HoLLANDERS phlegmatic caſe 

Too cold to love, too dull to pleaſe 'Y 
Who feel no ſympathetic woe; 

Nor ſympathetic joy beſtow ; 

But fancy words are only made- | 

To ſerve the purpoſes of trade, 
And when they neither buy, nor ſell, 


Think ſilence anſwers quite as well. 


Now in his happieſt light is ſeen 
VoLTAIRE, when evening chas'd his ſpleen, 
And plac'd at ſupper with his friends, 
The playful flaſh of wit deſcends 
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Of names renown'd you clearly ſhew 

The finer traits we wiſh to know— 

To Pruſlia's martial clime I ſtray 

And ſoa how FRED ERIC ſpends the day; 

Behold him riſe at . light 

To form his troops for future fight; 

Thro' the firm ranks his glances pierce, 
Where diſcipline, with aſpect fierce, | 

And unrelenting breaſt, is ſeen 

Degrading man to a machine ; 

My female heart delights to turn 

Where GREATNESS ſeems not quite ſo ſtern: 

Mild on th' IMPERIAL Brow ſhe glows, 


And live to ſoften human woes. 


But 
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But lo! on ocean's ſtormy breaſt 
I ſee majeſtic Venice reſt ;, 
While round her ſpires the billows rave, 
Inverted ſplendours gild the wave. 
Fair liberty has rear'd with toil, 
Her fabric on this marſhy ſoil. 
She fled thoſe banks with . pride, 
Where claſſic Po devolves her tide: 
Vet here her unrelenting laws 
Are deaf to nature's, freedom's cauſe. 
Unjuſt f they ſeal'd Foscarn's doom, 
An exile in his early bloom. | 
"Add he, who bore the rack unmov'd, 
Divided far from thoſe he lov'd, 
| From all the ſocial hour can give, 


| From all that make it bliſs to live, 
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Theſe 
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Theſe worſt of ills refus'd to bear, 
And died, the victim of deſpair. 


An eye of wonder let me raiſe, 
While on imperial Rome I gaze. 
But oh ! no more in glory bright 
She fills with awe th' aftoniſh'd ſight : 
Her mould'ring fanes in ruin trac'd, 

Lie ſcatter'd on Campania's waſte. 
Nor only thefe—alas ! we find 
The wreck involves the human mind : 
The lords of earth now beg a chain 
Beneath a pontiff 's feeble reign ; 

The foil that gave a Cato birth 


No longer yields heroic worth, 


15 
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Whole image lives but on the buſt, 
Or conſecrates the medal's ruſt: 
Yet if no heart of modern frame 
Glows with the antient hero's flame, 
The dire Arena's horrid ſtage 
Is baniſh'd from this milder age; 
Thoſe ſavage virtues RED are fled 


At which the human feelings bled. 


While now at /irgi!s tomb you bend, 


O let me on your ſteps attend! 
Kneel on the turf that bloſſoms round, 
And kiſs, with lips devout, the ground. 
I feel how oft his magic powers 
Shed pleaſure on my lonely hours. ; 
. | . 1 


f 
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Tho hid from me the claſſic tongue, 
In which his heav'nly ſtrain was ſung, 
In Dryden's tuneful lines, I. pierce 


The ſhaded beauties of his verſe. | 


Bright be the rip'ning beam, that ſhines 
Fair F L0Kwew, on thy purple vines ! 
And ever pure the fanning gale 
That pants in Arno's myrtle vale ! 

Here, when the barb'rous northern race, 
Dire foes to every muſe, and grace, 

Had doom'd the baniſh'd arts to roam 
The lovely wand'rers found a home; 
And ſhed round Leo's triple crown | 


Unfading rays of bright renown, 
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Who e'er has felt his boſom glow | 

With knowledge, or the wiſh to know ; 
Has e'er from books with tranſport caught 
The rich acceſſion of a thought ; 
Perceiv'd with conſcious pride, he feels 
The N which taſte reveals 3 

Let all who joys like theſe poſſeſs, 

g Thy vale, enchanting FLORENCE bleſs— 
O had the arts benignant light | 

No ao covie'd from Gothic night, 

| Earth had been one vaſt ſcene of ſtrife, 
Or one drear void had fadden'd life 3 

Loſt had been all the ſage has taught, 


The painter's ſketch, the poet's thought, | 


The force of ſenſe, the charm of wit, 


Nor ever had your page been writ ; 


That 
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That ſoothing page, * care beguiles, 
And dreſſes truth in fancy 5 db 

For not with hoſtile ſtep you preſt 

Each foreign ſoil, a thankleſs gueſt !. 
While travellers who want the ſkill 

To marks ſhapes of good and ill, 
With . ſtare thro' Europe range, 
And deem all bad, becauſe tis firange ; 
Thro' varying modes of life, you trace 
The finer trait, the latent Wb | 
And where thro? every vain diſguiſe 

| You view the human follies riſe, 

The ſtroke of irony you dart 

With force to mend, not wound the heart. 


While intellectual objects ſnare 


Your mind's extenſive view, you bear, 
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Quite free from ſpleen's incumb'ring load, 
The little evils on the road 
So, while the path of life I tread; 
| i A path to me with briers ſpread ; 
Let me its tangled lg py 
| Like you, with gay, good-humour'd eye -- 
Nor at thoſe thorny tracts repine,. 


The treaſure of your friendſhip, mine, 


Orange Hill, Eſſex, . 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


I T HE following Poem is formed on a very 
i - ſingular and ſublime idea, A young gen- 

tleman, poſſeſſed of an uncommon genius for draw- 
ing, on viſiting the Tower of London, paſſing one , 

door of a ſingular conſtruction, aſked what apart 

ment it led to, and expreſſed a deſire to have it 

" opened. The perſon who ſhewed the place ſhook 

| his head, and anſwered, * Heaven knows what is 


< within that door—it has been ſhut for ages. 


| This anſwer made ſmall impreſſion on the other 
hearers, but a very deep one on the imagination of 


this 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


is youth. Gracious Heaven! an apartment ſhut rail 
up for ages—and in the Tower! the 
| : 2's h is | 
C Ye Towers of Julius! London's laſting ſhame, L 
« By many a foul and midnight murder fed,” j 
| | tha 
| Genius builds on a flight foundation, and rears 4 
| beautiful ſtructures on © the baſeleſs fabric of a vi- 
14 de fon.” The above tranſient hint dwelt on the 
Oe young man's fancy, and conjured into his memory 
i all the murdefs which hiſtory records to have been 
hi : committed in the Tower; Henry the Sixth, the : 
| Duke of Clarence, the two young princes, fons of 


Edward the F ourth, Sir Thomas Overbury, &c, 
He ſuppoſes all their ghoſts aſſembled in this uNeX- 


plored apartment, and to theſe his fertile imagina- 


tion has added ſeveral others. One of the ſpectres 


raiſes 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
iſes an immenſe pall of black velvet, and diſcovers 
the remains of a murdered royal family, whoſe ſtory _ 
js loſt in the lapſe of time. The gloomy wildneſs 
of theſe images ſtruck my imagination ſo forcibly, 
that endeavourin g to catch the fire of the youth's 


pencil, this Fragment was produced. 
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OF AN 


IRREGULAR FRAGMENT, 


FOUND IN A 


DARK PASSAGE OF THE TOWER. 


I, 


T) ISE, winds of night! relentleſs tempeſts riſe! 
Ruſn from the troubled clouds, and o'er me roll; 
In this chill pauſe a deeper horror lies, 
A wilder fear appals my ſhudd'ring ſoul.— 
C » 'T was' 
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»Twas on this day *, this hour accurſt, 
That Nature ſtarting from re — 
Heard the dire ſhrieks of murder burſt— 
Shs infant 1 nnocence they roſe, 
And ſhook theſe ſolemn towers 
I ſhudd'ring paſs that fatal room 
For ages wrapt in central gloom ;j— 
1 1 paſs that iron door 


Which Fate perchance unlocks no more; 


Death, ſmear'd with blood, o'er the dark portal lowers, 


UH. 


How fearfully my ſtep reſounds 
Along theſe lonely bounds :— 


* 'The anniverſary of the murder ef Edward the Fifth, and bs 
brother Richard, Duke of Vork. 
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Spare, ſavage blaſt! the taper's quiv*ring fires, 
Deep in theſe gath'ring ſhades its flame expires. 
Ye hoſt of heaven ! the door recedes— 
It mocks my graſp—what 2 hands 
Have burſt its iron bands ? 
No mortal force this gate unbarr'd- 


Where danger lives, which terrors guard 


Dread powers | its ſcreaming hinges cloſe 
On this dire ſcene of . deeds — 
My feet are fix d Diſmay has Bound 
My ſtep on this polluted ground | 
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But Jo! the pitying moon, a line of light 4 
Athwart the horrid darkneſs dimly throws, | 


4nd from yon grated window chaſes night, ; 


N e lee 
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Ve viſions that before me roll, 
That freeze my blood, 8 ſhake my ſoul ! 

Are ye the phantoms of a dream? : 
Pale ſpectres ! are ye what ye ſeem ? 8 

1 hey glide more REIN 

Their forms unfold ! 
Fix'd are their 10 on me they bend 

Their glaring look is cold q | 
And hark!—Thear wr: 
Sounds that the throbbing pulſe of life ſuſpend, ; 


IV. 


— 


« No wild illuſion cheats thy ſight 
« With ſhapes that only live in night — 


Mark 


* PT ” 
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« Mark the native glories ſpread 


« Around my bleeding brow ! 
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« The crown of Albion wreath'd my head, 


« And Gallia's lilies * twin'd below — | 


« When my father ſhook his ſpear, 
When his banner ſought the ſkies, 
“Her baffled hoſt recoil'd with fear, 
« Nor turn'd their ſhrinking eyes. 
Soon as the daring eagle ſprings 
“To baſk in heav'n's empyreal light, 
E The vultures ply their baleful wings, 
« A cloud of deep ning colour mark 
_ fight, 
" Staining the golden day :— 


C 4 


bel. 


Henry che Sixth, erowned when an infant, at Paris. | 


& But 


32 PART or an 


« But ſce! amid the rav'nous brood 


| « A bird of fiercer aſpect ſoar — 
| « The ſpirits of a rival race *, 
6 Hang on the noxious blaſt, and trace, 
Wo, „ gloomy joy his deſtin'd prey; 
i | « Inflame th* ambitious wiſh that thirſts for WW « 
4H _ blood, | — | 5 : 
| And plunge his talons deep in kindred gore, ; 
vl View the ſtern form that hovers nigh, | : . 
i « Fierce rolls his dauntleſs eye 5 5 
j I & In ſcorn of hideous death; ; | 
i | 6 


. — e 


Richard the Third, by murdering ſo many near relations, ſeem- 
ed to revenge the ſufferings of Henry the Sixth, and his family, 0 
the Houſe of York, 5 = Chu 
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“Till ſtarting at a brother's * name, 
« Horror ſhrinks his lowing frame, 
« Locks the half-utter'd groan, 
« And chills the parting breath t—- 
« Aſtoniſh'd Nature heav'd a moan! 
When her affrighted eye beheld the hands 
« She form'd to cheriſh, rend her holy bands. 


2. 
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Look where a royal infant + kneels, 


„ Shrieking, and agoniz'd with arg 
« He ſees the dagger pointed near 
A much-lov'd brother's 4 breaſt, 


And tells an abſent mother all he feels ;—- 


Richard the Third, who murdered his- brother the Duke of 


Clarence, 


+ Richard Duke of Vol. 1 Edward the Fifth. 
C's | « His 


— 
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ce His eager eye he caſts around; 
E Where mall her guardian form be found, 
00 On which his eager eye would reft ! 
c On her he calls in accents wild, 
« And wonders why her ſtep is ſlow 
« T bs her ſuff ring child !— 


% Rob'd in the regal garb, his brother ſtands 
60 In more majeſtic des; 

| <« And meets the impious ſtroke with boſom bare, 
Then fearleſs graſps the murd*rer's hands, 

« And aſks the minifter of hell to ſpare 
| « The child whoſe feeble arms ſuſtain 

« His bleeding form from cruel Death... 
1 * In vain fraternal fondneſs pleads 

4 For cold is now hae livid cheek, 


6 And cold his laſt, — breath: 
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« And now with aſpect meek, 
« The infant lifts his mournful eye, . | 
« And aiks with trembling voice, to die, 
« If death will cure his heaving heart of pain 
&« His 2 Ai br l 
« Foul tyrant ! o'er the gilded hour 
« That beams with all the blaze of power, 
« Remorſe ſhall ſpread her thickeſt ſhroud ; 
by « The furies in thy tortur'd ear 
« Shall how, with curſes deep, and loud, 
« And ths diſtracting fear! Ns 
I ſee the ghaſtly ſpectre riſe, | 
ce Whoſe blood is cold, whoſe hollow eyes 


« Seem from his head to ſtart | 
6 With upright hair, and ſhiv'ring heart, 
| . „ Dark 
nd 


a 
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Park oer thy midnight couch he bends, 
« And claſps thy ſhrinking frame, thy impiou 
„ ſpirit rends.“ 


VII. 
Now his thrilling accents die— 
His ſhape cludes my ſearching eye— 
But who is he *, | convuls'd with pain, 
That writhes in every gan vein ? 
Vet in ſo deep, ſo wild * groan, 
A ſharper anguiſh ſeems to live 
Than life's expiring pang can give: 
He dies deſerted, and alone — 
If pity can allay thy woes 
| Sad ſpirit they ſhall find repoſe— 


sir Thomas Overbury, poiſoned in the Tower by Somerſet. | 
Thy 


Thy friend, thy long-lov'd friend is near ! 
He comes to pour the parting tear, 

He comes to catch the parting breath— 
Ah heaven ! no melting look he wears, 
His alter'd eye with vengeance glares ; 
Each frantic paſſion at his ſoul, 

'Tis he has daſh'd that venom'd bowl 

With agony, and death, 


r 
But whence aroſe that ſolemn call? 5 
Von bloody phantom waves his hand, 
And beckons me to inn gloom— _ 
Reſt, troubled form] I come 
Some unknown power my ſtep impels 
To horror's ſecret cells— 


$6 For 
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« For thee I raiſe this ſable pall, 
It ſhrouds a ghaſtly . 


« Stretch'd beneath, thy eye ſhall trace” 
A mangled regal race: | a T7 
« A thouſand ſuns have roll'd, ſince light 
6 Ruſh'd « on their ſolid night— 
6 See, o'er that tender frame grim famine hangs, 
„„ And mocks a AD BET pangs! 
The laſt, laſt drop which warm'd her Veins 
„ That meagre infant drains— 
« Then onaws her fond, ſuſtaining breaſt— - 
« Stietch'd on her feeble knees, behold | 
E Another victim ſinks to laſting reſl— 
ac er yet her matron arms would fold 
« Who ſtrives to reach her matron arms in - 
« ha 


6 Too 
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c Too weak her waſted form to raiſe, 
« On him ſhe bends her eager gaze; 
« She ſees the ſoft imploring eye 
« That aſks her dear embrace, the cure of pain 
« She ſees her child at diſtance die— 
4 But now her ſtedfaſt heart can bear 
1 Unmov 'd, the preſſure of deſpair— 
© When firſt the winds of winter urge their courſe 
“ Oer the pure ſtream, whoſe current ſmoothly 
« glides, "1 
« The heaving river ſwells its troubled tides ; 
66 Bar une the bitter blaſt with keener force, 85 
e Oder the high wave an icy fetter throws, 


© The harden'd wave is fix'd in dead repoſe,” — 7 


& Say 


40 PART or an - + -! 


| IX. 
6 Say who that hoary Ie alone he ſtands, © 
« And meekly lifts his wither'd hands 
* His white beard ſtreams with blood— 
I ſee him with a ſmile, deride 
& The wounds that pierce his ſhrivel'd fide, 
« Whence flows a purple lood—= _ 
1 But ſudden __ his boſom tear— 
00 On one big drop, of deeper dye, 
] ſee him fix his haggard eye 
« In dark, and wild deſpair ! 
&« That ſanguine drop which wakes his woe — 
« Say, ſpirit whence its ſource,” — 
de Aſk no more its ſource to know | 
« Neer ſhall mortal eye explore | 
« Whence flow'd that drop of human gore, | 
© 4 Til 
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« Till the ſtarting dead ſhall riſe, « .* 
| « Unchain'd from earth, and mount the ſkies, 
And time ſhall end his fated courſe.” — 
« Now th' unfathom'd depth behold— 
Look but once! a ſecond glance 
« Wraps a heart of human mold 


4 In death's eternal trance. 


M617 54 
1 That ſhapeleſs phantom ſinking ſlow 
« Deep down the vaſt abyſs below, 
Parts, thro' the miſts that ſhroud his frame, 
” A borror, nature hates to name Po 
% Mortal, could thine eyes behold 
« All thoſe ſullen miſts enfold, 

TS, : « Thy. 


42 WIE T or * 
“Thy finews at the fight aceurl. 
« Would wither, and thy leis burt; 
« Death would graſp with icy hand 
& And drag thee 9 ob grizly band 
« Away! the fable pall I ſpread, 
« And . to reſt th* unquiet dead 
« Haſte ! ere its horrid ſhroud encloſe. 
« 'Thy "ny benumb'd with wild affright, 
«© And plunge thee far thro? waſtes of night, 
& In yon black gulph's abhorr'd repoſe· 


As farting at each ſtep, I fly, 

Why backward turns my frantie eye, 
That cloſing portal paſt? — : 
Two ſullen ſhades half-ſeen, nate * 

On me, a blaſting look they caſt, 


And 
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And fix my view with dang'rous ſpells, 
Where burning frenzy dwells !— 
Again! their vengeful look and now a ſpeech 
leſs— 
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TO 


Mas MONT A 6 


WH ILE, bending at thy honour'd ſhrine, the 
Muſe 
Pours, MonTacv; to thee her votive Arab, 
Thy heart will not her ſimple notes refuſe, 


Or chill her timid ſoul with cold diſdain. 


O might 
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O might a tranſient ſpark of genius fire 
The fond effuſions of her fearful youth ; 
Then ſhould thy virtues live upon her lyre, 
And give to harmony the charm of truth, 


Vain wiſh ! they aſk not the imperfe& lay, 
The weak applauſe her trembling accents breathe ; 


With whoſe pure radiance glory blends her ray, 


Whom fame has circled with her faireſt wreathe. 


Thou, who while ſeen with graceful ſtep to tread 
Grandeur s enchanted round, can't meekly pauſe 
| To rend the veil obſcurity had ſpread 


Where his lone ſigh deſerted Genius draws 


To 


Te 


Ar 


Un 


Fa 


DEDICATION. 49 


To lead his drooping ſpirit to thy fane, 
Where attic joy the ſocial circle warms ; 
Where ſcience loves to pour her hallow'd ſtrain, 
| Where wit, and wiſdom, blend their ſep'rate charms, 


And ſure to-cheriſh intellectual powers, 
To bid the vig'rous tides of genius roll, 
Unfold, in fair. expanſion, fancy's lowers, 


And wake the latent energies of foul; - 


Far other homage claims than flatt'ry brings 
The little triumphs of the proud to grace : 
F or deeds like theſe a purer incenſe ſprings, 


| Warm from the ſwelling heart its ſource we trace 
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Vet not to foſter the rich gifts of mind 
Alone can all thy lib'ral cares employ; 
Not to the few thoſe gifts adorn, confin'd, 


They ſpread an ampler ſphere of genuine joy. 


While pleaſure's lucid ſtar illumes thy bower, 
Thy pity views the diſtant ſtorm that bends 


3 


Where want unſhelter'd waſtes the ling' ring hour; — 


And meets the bleſſing that to heav'n aſcends 


For this, while fame thro' each ſucceſſive age | 
On her exulting lip thy name ſhall breathe; 
While woman, pointing to thy finiſh'd page, 


Claims from imperious man the critic wreathe ; 


= Truth 


DEDICATION 3 


Truth on her ſpotleſs record ſhall enroll 
Each moral beauty to her ſpirit dear; 
Paint in bright characters each grace of ſoul 


While admiration pours a gen'rous tear. 
HELEN MARIA WILLIAMS. 


| London, April the 24 thy 1784. 


ADVERTISEMENT... 


T HAT no readers. of the folowing work may 

entertain expectations reſpecting it which it 
would ill ſatisfy, it is necelfury aa acquaint them, 
that the author has not had the preſumption even to 
attempt a full, hiſtorical narration of the fall of the 
Peruvian empire, To deſeribe that im portant event 
with accuracy, and to diſplay with clearneſs and 
force the various cauſes which combined to produce 
it, would require all the energy of genius, and the 
moſt glowing colours of imagination, Conſcious 
of her utter inability to execute ſuch a deſign, ſhe 
'D 3 has 
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has only aimed at 2 ſimple detail of ſome few inci. 
dents that make a part of that romantic ſtory, 
where the unparalleled ſufferings of an innocent and 


amiable people, form the moſt affecting ſubjeRs of 


true pathos, while their climate, totally unlike our * 

own, furniſhes new and ample materials for poetic : 

_ deſcription. J 
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General deſcription of the country of Peru, and of its 
animal, and vegetable productions the virtues of the 
veople—charadter of Ataliba, their Monarch 
love for Alzira=their nuptials celebrated character 
of Zorai, her father—diſcent of the genius of Peru— 


prediction of the fate of that empire. 


CANTO THE FIRST, 


W HERE the pacific deep in ſilence faves 
The weſtern ſhore, with flow and languid 

There, loſt Peruvia, roſe thy cultur'd ſcene, 

The wave an emblem of thy joy ſerene: 

There nature ever in juxuriant ſhowers ; | i 

Pours from her treaſures, the an, eue! 3 


f 
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In its dark foliage plum d, the tow'ring pine 


Aſcends the mountain, at her call divine; 


The palm's wide leaf its brighter verdure ſpreads, 


And the proud cedars bow their lofty heads; 10 
The citron, and the glowing orange ſpring, 

And on the gale a thouſand, odours fling ; 

The guava, and the ſoft ananas bloom, 


The balſam ever drops a rich perfume :. 


The bark, reviving ſhrub! Oh not in vain 15 
Thy roſy bloſſoms tinge Peruvia's plain; | 
Ve folt'ring gales, around thoſe bloſſoms blow, 


Ye balmy dew-drops, o'er the tendrils flow. 


Lo, as the health-diffuſing plant aſpires, 


Diſeaſe, and pain, and hov'ring death retires; 20 
Affection ſees new luſtre light the eye, 
And feels her vaniſh'd joys again are nigh. 
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The Pacos *, and Vicunnas + ſport around, 

And the meek Lamas 4, burden'd, preſs the ground. 
Amid the vocal groves, the feather'd throng 3 
pour to the liſt' ning breeze their native ſong 3 

The mocking-bird her varying note eſſays, 

The vain macaw his glitt'ring plume diſplays. 

While ſpring's warm ray the mild ſuffuſion ſheds, 
The len humming-bird his pinion ſpreads ; 30 
His wings their colours to the ſun unfold, ' - | 
The vivid ſcarlet, and the blazing gold 3 

He ſees the flower which morning tears bedew, 


Sinks on its breaſt, and drinks th* ambroſial dew: 


* The pacos is a domeſtic animal of Peru. Its wool reſembles 
the colour of dried roſes. 
T The vicunnas are a ſpecies of wild pacos, 


1 The lamas are employed as mules, in carrying burdens. 


1x6 | Then 
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Then ſeeks with fond delight the ſocial neſt z; 
Pereatal care has rear'd, and love has bleſt ; 

The drops that on the bloſſom's light leaf * 

He bears exulting to his tender young; 

Tne grateful joy his happy accents prove, 


Is nature, ſmiling on her works of love. «© 
„ [1005343 E004 +4 


Nor leſs, Peruvia, for th y fayour'd clime r 
The virtues roſe, unſullied, and ſublime: | 
There melting charity, with ardor Warm, 

Spread her wide mantle o'er h unſhelter'd form; 
Cheer'd with the feſtal ſong, her lib'ral toils, 4; 


| Wk in the . of age * ſhe pour'd the ſpoils. 


* The ts cheerfully afliſted 3 in reaping thoſe fields, whoſe 
duce was given to old perſons, paſt their labour. 


Sims 


3 
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Simplicity in every vale was found, 
The meek nymph ſmil'd, with reeds, and ruſhes 
crown'dz 825 


And innocence in light, tranſparent veſt, 


Mild viſitant ! the gentle region bleſt: 50 
As from her lip enchanting accents part, 


| They thrill with pleaſure the reponſive heart; 


And o'er the ever-blooming vales around, 


Soft echoes waft each undulating ſound. 


This happy region Ataliba ſway d. 33 


Whoſe mild beheſt the willing heart obey'd; 


Deſcendant of a ſcepter d, ſacred race, 
Whoſe origin from glowing ſuns they trace; 
And as o'er nature s form, the ſolar light 


Diffuſes beauty, and inſpires delight; 4 60 


So, 


So, o'er "Re flow'd the lib'ral ray 
Of mercy, lovelier than the ſmile of daß? 
In Ataliba's pure and gen'rous heart 
.* The virtues bloom'd without the aid of art... 
His gentle ſpirit, love's foft power poſſeſt, 6b 
And ſtamp'd Alzira's image on his breaſt; 


Alzira, form'd each tenderneſs to prove, 
That ſooths in friendſhip, antakie charms in love. 
But, ah ! in vain the drooping muſe would paint 
(Her accents languid, and her colours faint,) 70 
How dear the joys love's early wiſhes ſought, 
How mild his ſpirit, and how pure his thought, 
Ere wealth in ſullen pomp was ſeen to riſe, 
And break the artleſs boſom's holy ties; 
Blaſt with his touch affection's op' ning flower, 75 
And chill the hand that rear'd her bliſsful bower. 


> + 955 Fortune, 
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Fortune, light nymph ! ill bleſs the ſordid heart, 2 
Still to thy venal ſlave thy gifts impart; . 
Bright in his view may all thy meteors ſhine, 
And loſt Peruvia open every mind: 80 
For him the robe of eaterm pomp Biliary, ee 
The gems that ripen in the torrid ay ; 
Collected may their guilty luſtre ſtream 
Full on the of that courts the partial beam: 
But Love, oh Love! ſhould haply this late _ 85 
One ſofter mind avow thy genuine power; 
Breathe at thy altar nature's ſimple ſtrain, 
And ſtrew the heart's pure incenſe on why füne 75 
Give to that boſom ſrorning fortune's toys, 1 
Thy ſweet enchantments, and thy virgins Joys; 9go 
Bid pleaſure bloom thro* many a circling year, 
Which love ſhall Wine And conſtancy endear; 
„ Far 
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Far from this happy clime avert the woes, 
The heart from alienated fondneſs knows; 
And from that agony the ſpirit fave, . 9 


When unrelenting yawns the op' ning grave . 
When death diſſolves the ties for ever dear; 


Wuen frantic paſſion pours her parting tear; 
With all the cheriſh'd pains affection feels 
Hangs on the quiv'ring lip, that ſilence ſeals; 100 
Views fondneſs ſtruggling in the cloſing eye, 
And marks it mingling in the falt'ring figh 5 
As the lov'd form, while folded to her 8 
On earth's cold boſom ſeeks more laſting reſt! | 
Leave her fond ſoul in hopeleſs griefs to mourn, 1 05 
| Claſp the pale corſe, and bathe th* unconſcious urn;— 
Mild, to the OE that pierce her bleeding heart, 
Nature's expiring pang, and death's keen dart. 


Pure 
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pure was the luſtre of the orient ray, 
That joyful wak'd Alzira's nuptial day 210 
Her auburn hair, ſpread looſely to the wind, 

The virgin train, with roſy chaplets bind $ 
| The ſcented flowers that form her bridal wreathe, K 
A deeper hue, a richer fragrance breathe. 
The gentle tribe now ſought the hallow'd fane, 115 
Where warbling veſtals pour'd the choral ſtrain : 
There aged Zorai, his Alzira preſt 
With love parental, to his en brate of 
Prieſt of the ſun, within the ſacred ſhrine 

His fervent ſpirit breath'd the train divine; 120 
With glowing band, the guiltleſs off ring ſpread, 
Wich pious zeal the pure libation ſhed ; 
Nor vain the incenſe of ana praiſe 


When meek devotion's ſoul the tribute pays; 


66 p © . 


- Od wings of purity behold-it riſe, 


While bending mercy watts it to the ſkies ! 


Peruvia ! oh delightful 1; land, in vain 
The virtues flouriſh'd on thy beauteous <a; ; 


In vain ſweet pleaſure there was ſeen to move, 


And wore the ſmile of peace, the bloom of love; 3 1 3 


For ſoon ſhall burſt the uncelenting ſtorm, 

| Rend her ſoft robe, and cruſh her tender form; 
Peruvia ! ſoon the: fatal hour ſhall riſe, 

The hour deſpair ſhall waſte:in tears and. debe; 


Fame ſhall record the horrors of thy ns 9415 34g 


And diſtiine ages weep for ills ſo great. 
Now o'er the deep chill night her mantle flung, 


Dim on the wave the meon's faint creſcent hung; 


Peruvia's 
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peruvia's Genius ſought the liquid plain, 

Sooth'd by the languid redet of the main; 140 
When ſudden clamour the illuſion broke, 

Wild on the ſurface of the deep it ſpoke ; 

| Arifing breeze expands her flowing veil, 

Aghaſt with fear, me ſpy'd a flying ſaill 

F he loſty maſt impends, the banner waves, 145 | 
The ruffled ſurge the incumbent veſſel laves; 
With eager eye ſhe wine her deſtin'd foe 

Lead to her peaceful ſhores th' advent'rous prow 
Trembling ſhe knelt, with wild diforder'd air, 
And pour'd with frantic energy her pray'r— Y 150 
« Oh ye avenging ſpirits of the deep 4 pH, 
Mount the blue li ghtning's wing, o'er ocean ſweep; 
Loud from your central caves the ſhell reſound, 
* That ſummons death to your abyſs profound ; 


« Call 
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« Call the pale ſpectre from his dark abode, 5 
= To print the billow, ſwell the black*ning flood, 
« Ruſh o'er the waves, the rough*ning deep deform, 


« Howl in the blaſt, and animate the ſtorm— 


« Relentleſs powers ] for not one quiv'ring breeze 


44 Has ruffled yet the furface of the ſeas— 160 


« Swift from your rocky ſteeps, ye condars * firay, 
& Wave your black plumes, and cleave th' atrial way; 


« Proud in terrific force, your wings expand, 


« Preſs the firm carth, and darken all the ſtrand; 


« Bid the tern foe retire with wild affright, 170 
And ſhun the region veil'd in partial night, : 
“ Vain hope, devoted land! I read thy doom, 

% My ſad * foul can ks the gloom : 


®* The condor is an inhabitant of the Andes, Its wings, when 


| expanded, are laid to be cighteen feet wide. 


cc 1 ſee, 
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«] ſee, I ſee my lov'd, my favour'd clime, 

« Conſum'd, and fading in its early bins. 17 5 | 

« But not in vain the beauteous realm ſhall bleed, 

« Too late ſhall Europe's race deplore the deed. 

4 Region abborr'd! be gold the tempting bane, 

« The curſe that deſolates thy hoſtile plain; 

« May pleaſure tinge with venom'd drops the 
66 bowl, 165 

« And luxury unnerve the fick'ning ſoul.” — 

Ah, not in vain ſhe pour'd th' impaſſion'd tear! 

Ab, not in vain the call'd the powers to hear! 

| When band from loſt Peruvia's bleeding land, 

The guilty treaſures beam'd on Europe's ſtrand; 185 

Exch ſweet affection fled the tainted ſhore, 


And virtue wander'd, to return no more. 
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Tus ARGUMENT. 


Pizarro, a Spaniſh Captain, lands with his forces==his 
meeting with Ataliba—its unhappy conſequences 
Zorai dies=-Ataliba impriſoned, and frrangled== 
Alzira's deſpair, and madneſs. 
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' CANTO THE SECOND. 


F LUS H'D with impatient hope, the martial band 
By ſtern Pizarro led, approach the land: 
No terrors arm the hoſtile brow, for guile 


Charms to betray, in Candour's open ſmile. 


Too artleſs for diſtruſt, the monarch ſprings 3 


To meet his latent foe on friendſhip's wings 


On as he moves, with glitt'ring ſplendours crown'd, 


His feather'd chiefs the golden throne ſurround ; 
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„ 
The waving canopy its plume diſplays, 
Whoſe varied hues reflect the morning rays; © 
With native grace he hails the 1 train, 
| Who flood majeſtic on Peruvia's plain, 
| In all the favage pomp of 1 dreſt, 


The radiant helmet, and the nodding creſt, 


5 Vet themes of Joy Pizarro's lips impart, - 15 


And charm with eloquence the ſimple heart; 
Unfolding to the monarch's wond' ring thoughty 
All that inventive arts the rude have taught: 


And now he bids the purer ſpirit rife 


Above the circle of ſurrounding ſkies; 20 


Preſents the page that ſhed religion's light 

Oer the dark miſt of intellectual night; 

While thrill'd with awe the monarch trembling ſtands 

He dropp'd the hallow'd volume from his hands. 
a Bauaden, 
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Sudden, while frantic zeal each breaſt inſpires, 25 
And ſhudd'ring demons fan the impious fires, 
The bloody ſignal waves, the banners play, 
The ak fabres flaſh their ſtreaming ray; 


2 « Sudden, while frantic zeal, &c. Pizarro, who during 
along conference, had with difficulty refrained his ſoldiers, eager to 
ſcize the rich ſpoils of which they had now ſo near a view, imme- 
Gately gave the Ggnal of aſſault. At once the martial muſic firuck 
op, the cannon and muſkets began to fire, the horſe allied out 
fiercely to the charge, the infantry ruſhed on ſword in hand. The 
Peruvians, aſtoniſhed at the ſuddenneſs of an attack which they did 
not expect, and diſmayed with the deſtructive effects of the fire-arms, 
fled with univerſal conſternation on every fide. P1zAR Ro, at the 
head of his choſen band, advanced directly towards the Inca; and 
though his Nobles crowded around him with officious zeal, and fell 
in numbers at his feet, while they vied one with another in ſacri- 
ficing their own lives, that they might cover the ſacred perſon of 
their Sovereign, the Spaniards ſoon penetrated to the royal ſeat ;z 
and PIZA AIO ſeizing the Inca by the arm, dragged him to the 
ground, and carried him a priſoner to his quarters. Robertſon a 
Hifery of America. 
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The martial trumpet's animating ſound, 

bod thund'ring cont rend the vault around; 30 
While fierce in ſanguine rage the ſons of Spain 
Ruſh on Peru's wah devoted train; 

The ſiends of ſlaughter urg'd their dire career, 
And virtue's guardian wines dropp'd a tear.— 
Mild Zorai fell, deploring human ſtrife, wt 3 
And clos'd with prayer his conſecrated life. 
In vain Peruvia's chiefs undaunted ſtood, 

Shield their lov'd prince, and bathe bis robes in blood; 
Touch'd with heroic ardor, ruſh around, : 
And high of ſoul, receive each wal wot; 40 
Dragg'd from his N and hurry'd o'er the plain, 
The wretched monarch ſwells the captive train; | 
With iron ial; the frantic prince they bear, 
And bleſs the omen of his wild deſpair. | 
N Deep 


cm TO it 


Deep in the gloomy dungeon's lone domain, 45 
Loſt Ataliba wore the galling 1 . 
The earth's cold bed refus'd oblivious reſt, 
While throb'd the pains 4 thouſands at his breaſt 5 
| Alzira's deſolating moan he hears, 
And with the monarch's, blends the lover 'Stears— * 
Soon had Auen felt affliction 8 dart 

Pierce her ſoft ſoul, and rend her vieuling heart; 

Its quick pulſations paus d, and, chill d with dread, 
A livid hue her fading cheek o'erſpread ; © 
No tear ſhe gave to love, ſhe breath'd no figh, 5s 
Her lips were mute, and clos'd her W ee; 
Fainter, and ſlower heav'd her ſhiv*ring breaſt, 
And her calm'd paſſions ſeem'd in death to reſt !— 
At length reviv'd, mid riſing heaps of dein 
dhe preſt with trembling ſtep, the crimſon plain; 60 
E 4 The 
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The dungeon's gloomy depth ſhe fearleſs ſought, 


For love, with fcorn of danger arm'd her thought: To 
The cell that holds her captive lord ſhe gains, 5 
Her tears fall quiv'ring on A les oat 35 Thi 

Too tender iris, check the filial tear, 65 In 1 
A ſympathy more ſoft, a tie more dear a 
Shall claim the drops that frantic paſfon ſheds, | | 
When the rude ſtorm its darkeſt pinion ſpreads, FR 
Lo! burſting the deep cell where mis'ry lay, x 
1 | 


1 he human vultures ſeize the  dove-like prey 70 
In vain her treaſur'd wealth Peruvia gave, | 


This dearer treaſure from their graſp to fave : 
Alzira! lo, the ruthleſs mura rere come, 

This moment ſeals thy Ataliba's doom. 

Ah, what availe the ſhriek that anguiſh pours ! 1 75 


The look, that mercy's nicbt nid implores ! 
Torn 


rr WW 97 


Torn from thy clinging arms, thy chrobbing 
| breaſt, 

The fatal cord his agony ſuppreſt: 

In vain the livid corſe ſhe fondly. claſps, 

And pours her ſorrows o'er the form ſhe gude 80 

The murd'rers now their ſtruggling victim tear 

From the loſt object of her keen deſpair: 

The ſwelling pang unable to ſuſtain, 

Diſtraction throbb'd in Rory bead vein: 

Its fodden lili ſeize her yielding ſoul, 85 

And in her eye diſtemper'd glances roll— | 

They come (the mourner cried, with panting 
1 breath, ) 
To: give the loſt Alkira reſt i in death ! 
' One moment more, ye bloody forms, beſtow, | 

One moment more for ever cures my woe— * 
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Lo where the purple evening ſheds her light 


4% On bleſt remains! oh hide them, pitying night! 


„ Slow in the breeze I ſee the verdure wave 


That ſhrouds with tufted graſs, my lover's grave: 
6 There, on its wand'ring wing in mildneſs "INN 95 
« The mournful gale, nor wakes his deep repoſe= 
And ſee, yon hoary form ill lingers there! , 
Diſhevell'd by rude winds his filver hair; 
0 Ober his chill'd boſom falls the winter's rain, 
15 1 feel the big drops on my wither'd brain : 100 
bug Not for himſelf that tear his boſom ſteeps, 
* F or his loft child it lows, for me he weeps ! 
wy No more the dagger's point ſhall pierce thy brei 
« For calm and lovely i is thy ſilent reſt 1 
Vet ſtill in duſt theſe eyes ſhall ſee thee roll, 105 
4 Still the ſad thought ſhall waſte Alzira's ſoul— 
$7 os 
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What bleeding phantom moves ale the ſtorm ? 

« It is—it is my lover's well-known em | 

« Tho” the dim moon is veil'd, his robes of light 

« T inge hs dark clouds, and gild the miſt of 
“ night: 

« Approach ! Alzira's breaſt no terrors move, 

« Her fears are all for ever loſt in love . 

« Safe on the hanging cliff I now can reſt, 

« And preſs its pointed pillow to my breaſt— 

« He weeps! in heav'n he weeps | I feel his 
© tear | | 1 

« It chills my trembling heart, yet ſtill tis dear 

* To him all joyleſs are the realms above, 

That pale look ſpeaks of pity, and of love 

My love aſcends ! he ſoars in azure light; 

* dtay tender ſpirit—cruel ! ſtay thy flight — 120 
: E6 - C Again | 
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« Again deſcend in yonder rolling cloud, 

% And veil Alzira in thy miſty ſhroud— 

« He comes! my love en the dagger near, 

% And on its hallow'd point has dropp'd a TEN 

As roll'd her wand'ring glances wide around I25 
She ſnatch'd a reeking ſabre from the ground ; 

F irmly her lifted hand the weapon pes d, 

And deep ſhe plung'd it in her panting breaſt : 


« >Tj is but a few ſhort moments that divide 


bs 7 Alzira from her love!“ —ſhe faid—and 1 4 3 


- 


CANTO THE THIRD, © 


/, 


TRE ARGUMENT. 


- 


Pizarro takes poſſeſſion of Cuzco—the fanaticiſm of Val- 
verde, a Spaniſh priefi—its dreadful effetis—A Pe- 


ruvian priefl put to the torture his daughter”s diſe 
treſs—he is reſcued by Las Caſas, an amiable Spaniſh 
eccleſiaſftic, and led to a place of fafety, where he 
dies—his daughter's narration of her ſufferings—her 
a 


. 


CANTO THE THIRD. 


Ne O w tern Pizarro ſeeks the diſtant plains, 
Where beauteous Cuſco lifts her y""_ fanes: 
The meek Peruvians gaz'd in pale diſmay, 

Nor barr'd the e s ſanguine way: 

And ſoon on Cuſco, where the dawning light 5 
Of glory ſhone, | foretelling day 2 bright, 
Where the young arts had ſhed unfolding flowers, 
A ſcene of ſpreadin 8 deſclation lowers; ; 


While 


„ 


While buried deep in everlaſting ſhade, 


Thoſe luſtres ſicken, and thoſe, bloſſoms fade. 10 


And yet, devoted land, not gold alone, 

Or wild ambition wake thy parting groan z 

For, 10 a fercer fiend, with joy elate, 

Feaſts on thy ſuff rings, and impels thy fate. _ 
Fanatic fury rears her ſullen ſhrine, rs 


Where vultures prey, where venom'd adders twine; 


4 Her ſavage arm with purple torrents ſtains 
Thy rocking temples, and thy falling ſanes; 
Her blazing torches flaſh the mounting fire, 8 
She grades the:falre, Ind ſhe lights the pyre; 20 
Her voice is thunder, rending the ſtill air, 
Her glance the livid light'ning's fatal glare; 
Her lips walled breathe their impious flrain, 
And pure reli end ſacred voice profane; 

£2201 | e * 
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Whoſe precepts, pity's mildeſt deeds approve, 25 


Whoſe law is mercy, and whole ſoul is love. 


Fanatic fury wakes the riſing ſtorm— 


. She wears the ſtern Valverda's Nada form 3 


His boſom never felt another's woes, 

No ſhriek of anguiſh breaks its dark * 30 
The temple nods -an aged form appeare— 

He beats his breaſt—he rends his ſilver hairs . 
Valverda * him from the bleſt abode | 
Where his meek ſpirit humbly ſought its God: 


See, to his aid his child, ſoft Zilia, ſprings, | 35 


And ſteeps in tears the robe to which ſhe clings, . 
Till burſting from Peruvia's frighted throng, 
Two warlike youths impetuous ruſh'd along; 


One, graſp'd his twanging bow with furious air, 


While i in a0 5 eye ſat fierce deſpair. — 
But 


„ n 
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He quick exclaims—the dying warrior cries, 


4 Ah, yet forbear by all the ſacred ties, 90 


_ The youth replied, my ſpirit to detain ; 
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But all in wile kis ring weapon flies, 9 q 
Pierc'd by a thouſand wounds, on earth he lies, f 
His drooping head the heart-firuck Zilia rais'd, ; 
And on the youth in ſpeechleſs anguiſh gaz'd ; : 
While he, who fondly ſhar'd his danger, flew, 45 p 
And from his breaſt a reeking ſabre drew. : : 
&© Deep in my faithful boſom let me hide : 
2 The fatal ſee}, that would our ſouls divide,” ; 
| Ir 


160 That bind our hearts, forbear”—In vain he ſpoke, 


Friendſhip with frantic zeal impels the ſtroke : 
& Thyſelf for ever loſt, thou hop'ft in vain, 


From thee, my ſoul, in childhood's earlieſt year, 55 


ce Caught the light pleaſure, and the ſtarting tear ; 


« Thy 


r i 


« Thy friendſhip then my young affeQtions bleſt, 
« The firſt pure paſſion of my infant breaſt; | 
« That paſſion, which o'er life delight has ſhed, 
« By reaſon cheriſh'd, and by virtue fed: 6 
« And ſtill in death I feel its ſtrong controul ; * 
Its ſacred impulſe wings my fleeting foul, | 

« That only lingers here till thou depart, 

* Whoſe image lives upon my fainting heart.“ : 
In vain the 3 youth, with panting breath, 65 
Pour'd theſe Joſt murmurs in the ear of death 

He reads the fatal truth in Zilia's eye, 8 

And gives to friendſhip his onpleing ſigh, 

But now with rage Valverda's glances roll, 

And mark the vengeance rankling in his ſoul : 70 


He bends his wrinkled brow—his lips impart 


4 


SS. 


The brooding purpoſe of his venom'd heart z 
de. 1 


94 . 


He bids the hoary prieſt in mutter'd ſtrains, b 
Abjure his faith, forſake his falling fanes, | A 
While yet the ling'ring pangs of torture wait, 75 1 
| | | 

N 


While yet Valverdo's power ſuſpends his fate. 

0 Vain man, the victim 8 ö r 5 

„ Know death is mild, and virtue feels no fears: dt 
Cruel of ſpirit, come | let tortures prove Y 


„ The Power I ferv'd in life, in death 1 7 


66 Jove,” >= * 

He ceas' d with rugged cords his limbs they P. 

And drag the aged ſuff rer on the ground "os L, 

They graſp his feeble form, his treſſes tear, Al 

fi me they rend, his ſhrivel'd boſom bare. . 
Ah, fee his uncomplaining ſoul ſuſtain 85 


The ſting of inſult, and the dart of pain; bis 


5 
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His ſtedfaſt ſpirit feels one pang alone; 

A child's defi awakes a ſuff ring groan— 
The mourner kneels to catch his parting breath, 

To fockh the agony of ling'ring death 3 500 
No moan ſhe breath'd, no tear had power to flow, 
Still on her lip expir'd th unutter'd woe : 

Yet ah, her livid cheek, her Redfalt look, - 

The deſolated ſoul's deep anguiſh poke | 

Mild vidim! cloſe not yet thy __ eyes z 1 798 
Pure ſpirit ! claim not yet thy kindred ſkies ; | 
A pitying angel comes to ſtay thy flight, 


Las Caſas & bids thee view returning light: 


Ab, let that ſacred drop to virtue dear, 


Eiace thy wrongs—Teceive his precious tear; 100 


* Las CAs As, &c.“ nt amiable Eecleſiaſtic, who obtained by 


| bis bumanity the title of Protector of the Indies 


See 


96 > W aa, 3; 


See his feh- checkt wich indignation glow; --- 1; Mi + 
White from his lips the tones of pity flow. «] 
« Oh ſuff ring Lord! he cried, whole Rreaming 4 \ 
dn e Oda; e 4 | 
„Was pour'd for man— Earth drank the ſacred 
« Whoſe mercy in the mortal pang forgave | x05 


The murd'rous band, thy love alone could fave; - / 
. F dogivo=acky goodneſs burſts each narrow bound, 
« Which feeble ö ſurround; 

* Forgive the guilty wretch, whoſe impious hand 
« From thy pure altar flings the flaming brand, 110 
6 In human blood chat hallow'd altar ſteeps, 


« Libation dire ! while groaning nature weeps | 


— 


« The limits of thy mercy dares to ſcan, 
| + by The object of thy love, his victim, - Man; 
„ While vo: 
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« While yet L linger, lo, the ſuff rer dies— 115 


« ] ſee his frame convuls'd—I hear his fighs— 
« Whoe'er controuls the purpoſe of my heart 
« Firſt in this breaſt ſhall plunge his guilty dart :” 
With anxious ſtep he flew, with eager hands 
He broke the fetters, burſt the cruel bands. 120 | 
As the fall'n angel heard with awful fear 

ie cherub's grave rebuke, in ei ſevere, 

and fled, while horror plum'd his impious creſt *, 
be form of virtue, as ſhe ſtood confeſt 3 


50 fierce Vans ſullen mov'd along, 125 


baſh'd, and follow'd by the guilty throng. 
it length the hoary victim, freed from chains, 
as Caſas gently leads to ſafer plains ; 


* m— Qn his creſt 


Bat horror plum'd, 3 Par. Loft, iv. 988. 
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Soft Zilia's yielding ſoul the joy oppreſt, Ih; 
She bath'd with floods of tears her father's breaſt, 130 Mi: 


Las Caſas now explores a ſecret cave _ 1 
"Whoſe ſhaggy ſides the languid billows lave; 1 


* There reſt ſecure, he eried, the- Chriſtian God MW | 
4 Will hover near, will guard the lotie abode.” . 
Oft to the lowly cell his ſteps repair, 5 He 
While night's chill breezes wave his filver'd hair; I 


Oft in the tones of love, the words of peace, WI \ 
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He bids the bitter tears of anguiſh ceaſe 1 
| Bids drooping hope uplift her languid eyes, I 
And points a dearer bliſs beyond the ſkies. 140 
| Yet ah, in vain his pious cares would fave EY 
| 'The hoary ſuff rer from the 3 grave; 


«KY 


For deep the pangs of torture pierc'd his frame, 


And ſunk his waſted life's expiring flame . 8 
To 


30 


40 


To 
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To his cold lip Las Caſa's hand he preſt, 145 
He faintly claſp'd his Zilia to his breaſt ; 

Then ale the God, whom now my vows adore, 
« My heart thro” life obey'd, unknowing more; 
His mild forgiveneſs then my ſoul ſhall prove, 
His mercy ſhare—Las Caſt's God, is Love * 150 
He ſpoke no POET YT Zilia's frantic moan 


Was heard reſponſive. to his dying groan. 


« Vitim of 1 * zeal, Las Caſas cries, 


* Accept Jepatned ſhade, a Chriſtian's ſighs; 
* And thou, ſoft mourner, tender, drooping 
& form, © ol, nes I55 
3 What power ſhall guard thee from the fearful ' 
8 ſtorm ? 
" Weep not for me, ſhe cried, for Zilia's breaſt 
Soon in the ſhelt ring earth ſhall find its reſt. 
: 'F a « Hope 


V. 


4 Hope not the victim of deſpair to ſave, - 

« 1 aſk but death I only ſeek a grave— 160 
“ Witneſs thou mangled form that earth.retains, 
6 Witneſs a murder'd lover's cold. remains. 

3 1 liv'd my father's pangs 1 ſooth, to ſhare; 
1 bore to live, tho” life was all deſpair— 
In vain my lover, urg'd by fond defire 165 
« To ſhield from torture, and from death my fire, 
6 Flew to the fane where 3 Valverda rag'd, 
& And fearleſs, with unequal force engag'd; 

6 1 ſaw him bleeding, dying preſs the ground, 

& I drew the poiſon from each fatal wound; 170 
.I bath'd thoſe wounds with tears he pour da ſigh— 
4 A drop hung trembling in his cloſing eye— 

& Ah, ſtill his e ſign I ſhiv'ring hear, 


In every pulſe I feel his parting tear— 


« ] 


And 
vi. 


| he 


100 


[70 


C A NT. Wm: 

« faint an icy coldneſs chills wh vein, 175 
« No more theſe feeble limbs tbeir ige ſuſtain 
« Spirit of pity ! catch my fleeting breath, 
« A moment ſtay—and cloſe my nt in death— 
Las Caſas, thee, thy God in mercy gave 
To ſooth my pangs—to find the wretch a 

8 grave,”— | 180 


She ceas'd—her ſpirit ſled to purer ſpheres— 


Los Caſas bathes the pallid corſe with tears— 


Fly, miniſter of good ! nor ling'ring ſhed | 

Thoſe fruitleſs ſorrows o'er the unconſcious dead; 
Ah fly—"tis innocence, *tis virtue bleeds, 185 
And heav'n will liſten, when an angel pleads ; 
| view the ſanguine flood, the waſting flame, 


| hear a ſuff ring world Las Caſas claim 188 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Almagro's expediti is to Chili—his troops ſuffer great 
bardſhi ps from cold, in croſſing the Andes—they reach 
Cili—the Chileſe make a 3 reſiſtance the revolt 
of the Peruvians in Cuxco— they are led on by Manco- 
Capac, the ſucceſſor of Ataliba—his parting with 
Cora, his wife—the Peruvians regain half their 
eihAlmagro leaves Chili to avoid the Andes, 
he croſſes a vaſt deſert—his troops can find no water 
—the reſt divide in two bands—Alphonſo leads the 
bein band, which ſoon DES a. fertile valley—the | 
Spaniards obſerve the natives are employed in ſearch- 


ing the fireams for gold—they reſolve to attack them. 
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CANTO THE FOURTH. 


Ne O w the ſtern partner of PwC s toils, 
Almagro, lur'd, by hope of guides ſpoils, 


To diſtant Chili's ever-verdant meads, 

Thro? paths untrod, a band of warriors leads ; 
O'er the high Andes' frozen ſteeps they go, 
And 3 eternal hills of ſnow : 

In vain the vivifying orb of day 

Darts on th' impervious ice his fervent ray; 


F 6 Co 
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4 


d, 
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Cold, keen as chains the oceans of the Pole, 
Numbs the ſhrunk frame, and chills the vig'rous 
= © 3 | . 8 a 
At length they reach luxuriant Chili's plain, 
Where ends the dreary bound of winter's reign; 
Where ſpring ſheds odours thro” th* unvaried year, 


And bathes the flower of ſummer, with her tear, 


When firſt the brave Chileſe, with eager glance, 15 
Behold the hoſtile ſons of Spain advance 7 
Heard the loud thunder of the cannon craſh, S 
And view'd the light 'ning of the inſtant flalb, 

The threat'ning ſabre red with purple ſtreams, 
The lance that quiver'd in the ſolar beams; | 20 
With packs n they ſaw the lowring ſtorm, 
Where hung dark danger, in an unknown form : 
ap | Lt | But 
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But ſoon their ſpirits, ſtung with gen'rous ſhame, 


Renounce each terror, and for vengeance flame; 


Pant high with ſacred freedom's ardent glow, 25 


And met intrepid, the ſuperiour foe. 


Long unſubdu'd by ſtern Almagro's train, 


| Their valiant tribes unequal fight maintain; 


Long victory hover'd doubtful o'er the field, 


And oft ſhe forc'd Iberia's band to yield; 30 
Oft tore from Spain's proud head her laurel bough, 
And bade it bloſſom on Peruvia's brow ; 


When ſudden tidings reach'd Almagro's ear 


That ſhook the warrior's ſoul with doubt and 


fe ar, 


Of murder'd Ataliba- s royal race pres 3s 


There yet remain'd a youth of blooming grace, 


Who 
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Who pin'd, the captive of relentleſs Spain, 
And dong in Cuſco dragg'd her galling chain; 
4 Capac his name, whoſe ſoul indignant bears 
| The rankling fetters, and revenge prepares. 40 
But ſince his daring ſpirit muſt forego 
The hope to ruſh upon the tyrant 6 6 
Led by his parent orb, that gives the day, 


And fierce as darts the keen, meridian ray, 


He vows to bend unſeen his hoſtile courſe, =, 


Then on the victors riſe with latent force, 


As ſudden from its cloud the brooding ſtorm, 


BHBurſts in the thunder's voice, the lightning's form 
For this, from ſtern Pizarro he obtains _ 


The boon, enlarg'd, to ſeek the neighb'ring plains, 50 


For one bleſs'd day, and with his friends unite 


To erown with ſolemn pomp an antient rite ; 
1 bare 
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Share the dear pleaſures of the ſocial hour, © © *? 
And mid” their fetters twine one feſtal flower; EF 25 
So f. poke the prince —far eber thoughts poſſeſt, 55 
Far other purpoſe animates his breaſt Jan. 

For now Peruvia's nobles he commands 
To lead, with filent ſtep, her martial bands 
F orth to the deſtinꝰd ſpot, prepar'd to dare 

The fiereeſt ſhock of dire, unequal war; ? 60 
While every tender, human intereſt pleads,” 
And urges the firm foul to lofty deeds. 

N ow Capac hail'd th? eventful morning's light, | 
Roſe with 165 dawn, and panted for the fight; 1 | * 
But firſt with fondneſs to his heart he preſt 15850 6 5 
The tende Cora, partner of his breaſt ; 
Who with her lord, had ſought the dungeon's oloom, 
And waſted there in grief, her early bloom. 

4 No 


—_ * 
* | 
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« No more, he cried, no more my love ſhall feel 

« The mingled agonies I fly to heal; 70 

J go, but ſoon exulting ſhall return, 

0 And bid my faithful Cora ceaſe to mourn : 

“ For oh, amid' each pang my boſom knows, 

„ What renifies! what wounds it moſt, are Cora's 
«© woes. ' | 

« Sweet was the love that crown'd our happier 
rs hours, | 5 | 5 75 

be And ſhed new fragrance o'er a path of flowers; 

c But ſure divided ſorrow more endears 

25 The tie, that paſſion ſeals with mutual tears“ 

He paus'd—faſt-flowing drops bedew'd her eyes, 

White thus in mournful accents ſhe replies: 80 


« Still let me feel the preſſure of thy chain, 


Still ſhare the fetters which my love detain; 
Thoſe 
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* boſs piercing irons to my ſoul are dear, 
« Nor will their wack wound while thou art near. 
„ Oh think not, when in thee alone I live, 85 
« This breaſt can bear the pain thy dangers give, 
« Look on our helpleſs babe in 110 nurſt— | 
« My -r child, thy mother's heart will burſt! 
„ Methinks I ſee the raging battle riſe, - 

« And hear this harmleſs ſuff rer's feeble cries; go = 
« 15 view the blades that pour a fariguind flood, 
« And plunge their cruel edge in infant blood,” — | 
She could no more; her falt'ring accents die; 
Yet her ſoul ſpoke expreſſive in her eye; 
Her lord beholds her grief, with tender pain, 95 
And leads her breathleſs, to a ſhelt'ring fane. 
Now high in air his feather'd ſtandard waves, 
And ſoon POR ſhrouding woods, and hollow caves, | 


A num'rous 
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A num'rous hoſt along the plain appear, 

And hail their monarch with a.gen'rous tear: Too 
| To Cuſco's gate now ruſh th increaſing throngs, 
And ſuch their ardor, rouz'd by ſenſe of wrongs, 
That vainly would Pizarro's vet'ran force 

Arreſt the torrent in its raging courſe; 8 

In vain his murd'ring bands terrific ſtood, 405 
And -plung'd their ſabres in a ſea of blood: 
Danger and death W ſons diſdain, | 


And half their captive city ſoon regain. 

With ſuch pure joy the natives view their lord ps b 
To the warm wiſhes of their ſouls reſtor d, 110 
As feels the tender child whom force had torn 
From his lov'd home, and bruis'd the flower of 


morn, 
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When his fond ſearching eye again beholds 
| His mother's form, when in her arms ſhe folds | 
The long loſt child, who bathes with tears her ; 
a dee | 
And finds his ſafety in her dear nne | 


| Soon as Almagro heard applauding fame 115 
The triumphs of Peruvia, loud proclaim, 
Unconquer'd Chili's vale he built forſakes, 

And his bold courſe to diſtant Cuſco takes ; 8 


Shuns Andes? icy ſhower, its chilling ſnows, 


The arrowy gale that on its ſummit blows; 120 
A burning deſart undiſmay'd he paſt, 
And meets the . of the fiery blaſt. F498 
Now as along the ſultry waſte they move, 
The keeneſt pang of raging thirſt they prove : 
. No 


No cooling fruit its grateful juice diftils, 125 


Nor flows one balmy drop from cryſtal rills's 

For nature fickens | in th oppreſſive beam, 

That ſhrinks the vernal bud, and dries the "AR 
While horror, as his giant ſtature grows, 


Oer the drear void his ſpreading ſhadow throws. 130 


Almagro's band now pale, and fainting ſtray, 

While death oft barr'd the ſinking warrior's way . N 5 
At length the chief divides his martial force, 

And bids Alphonſo, by a ſep'rate courſe, 125 e 


1 


Lead ofercthe hideous deſart half his train 135 


And ſearch, he cried, this drear, uncultur'd N 
* plains - Hog yoo; 356 1 199 a 
60 Perchance ſome fruitage withering | in the breeze, ( 


+66 The pains of leſlen'd numbers may appeaſe; : 
(6 Or 
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« Or Heav'n in pity, from ſome genial ſhower, 
« On the parch'd lip one precious drop may 


29 


ak 140 
Not far the troops of young Alphonſo went, 

When fudden, from a riſing hill's aſcent, 

They view a valley, fed by fertile ſprings, 

Which Andes from his lofty ſummit flings 3 

Where ſummer's flowers their mingled odours 
„ | „ 

And wildly bloom, a waſte by beauty ſpread — 

To the champ warrior's eye, the vernal ſcene 

That *mid the howling deſart, ſmil'd ſerene, 

Appear'd like nature riſing from the breaſt 

Of chaos, in her infant graces dreſt ; | 150 
1 When 
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When warbling angels hail'd the lovely birth, 


And ſtoop'd from heav'n to bleſs the new born earth. 


at nw Alphonſo, and his martial banil,: 
On the rich border of the valley tand; 
They quaff the limpid ſtream with eager haſte, 15 
And the pure juice that ſwells the fruitage taſte; 
Then give to balmy reſt the night's ill hours, 7 
Fann'd by the ſighing gale that ſhuts the flowers, 
Soon as the purple beam of morning glows, 
Refreſh from all their toils, the warriors roſe ; 160 
And ſaw the gentle natives of the mead 
SGearch the clear currents for the golden ſeed ; 
| Which from the mountain's height with headlong 
ſweep 
The torrents bear, in many a ſhining heap— 


| Iberia's 
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CANTO iv. 
Iberia's ſons beheld with anxious brow 165 
The tempting lure, then breathe th' unpitying vow 
O'er thoſe fair lawns to pour a ſanguine flood, 

And dye thoſe lucid Kredms with waves of blood. 
Thus, while the humming bird in beauty dreſt, 


Enchanting offspring of the ardent Weſt, 170 


Attunes his ſoothing ſong to notes of love, 
Mild as the murmurs of the mourning dove ; 
While his ſoft plumage glows with brighter hues, 
And while with tender bill he ſips the dews, 

The ſavage Condor, on terrific wings, 17 5 
From Andes“ frozen ſteep relentleſs ſprings; 
And Wen in his fangs, his hapleſs prey 

; Drops his gay plume, and ſighs his ſoul away. 178 
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Tu ARGUMEN x. 

Character Zamor, 4 — paſſun for Aciloe ; 
daughter of the 88 who rules the valley the 
Peruvian tribe prepare to defend themſelves -a bat. 
5 tl.— the Peruvians are vanquiſhed—Aciloe*s father 
is made a prifiner, and Zamor is ſuppoſed to have 
fallen in the engagement—Alphonlo becomes enamour- 
def n to marry her; ſhe rejełis him 
1 revenge he puts hor father to the torture iſbe ap- 
pears to conſent, in ral ts ſave him meets Zamor 
in a wood. Las Caſas Bae them leads the two 
lovers to Alphonſo, and obtains their freedom 
Zamor conduct Aciloe and ber father to Chili 
reflection on the Influence of Poetry over the human 


mind, 
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CANTO THE FIFTH. | 
N this ſweet ſcene, to all the virtues kind, | | 
Mild Zuber outrd thi richeſt gin of mind 1 | | 
For o'er his tuneful breaſt the heav'nly muſe 
Shed from her ſacred ſpring, inſpiring dews. 
dhe loves to-breathe her hallow'd flame, where art 5 | 


Has never veibd the ſoul, or warp'd the heart; 


G T. Where 
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' 
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Where fancy glows with all her native fire, 
And paſſion lives on the exulting lyre. 
Nature, in terror rob'd, or beauty dreſt, 
Could thrill with dearenchantment Zamor's breaſt: 10 
: He lov'd the languid ſigh the rr pours, 
He lov'd the wir rill that fed the flow'rs ; | 
But more the hollow ſound the wild winds form, 
w hen black upon the billow hangs the ſtorm ; 
The torrent rolling from the mountain ſteep, 15 
Its white foam trembling on the darken'd deep— 
And oft on Andes height with eager gaze, 
He vie w'd the ſinking ſun's reflected rays, 
Glow like unnumber'd ths: that . to reſt 
Sublime, upon his ice-encircled breaſt. 3 
Oft his wild warblings charm' d the feſtal hour, 
Roſe in the vale, and languiſh'd in the bower; 
: "The 
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The heart's reſponſive tones he well could move, ? 


- 


Whoſe ſong was nature, and whoſe theme was love. 


Aciloe's beasties his fond eye confeſt,.. 25 
Yet more Aciloe's virtues warm'd his breaſt. - < 
Ah ſtay, ye tender hours of young delight, 

Suſpend ye moments your Aeta Aight ; - 

For ſure if aught on earth can bliſs impart, 5 

Can ſned the genuine joy that ſooths the heart, 30 
'Tis felt, when early vaſtion's pure controul 
Unfolds the firſt affections of the ſoul; 

Bids her ſoft fympathies the boſom move, 


And wakes the mild emotions dear to love. 


The gentle tribe Aciloe's fire obey'd 1 
Who ſtill in wiſdom, and in mercy ſway'd. 
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From him the dear illdfions long had fled, 
That o'er the morn of life enchantment ſhed ; 


1 
Yet virtue's calm refleQions chew'd his WY N 
| ad life was joy 1 and death was reſt. 4M: 
Tho” ſweet the early ſpring, her bloſſoms bright, = T7 
When firſt ſhe ſwells the heart with pure delight, N 
Vet not unlovely.; is the fober ray 8 
That weekly beams o 'er autumn” s temper'd day; ; . 
Dear are her fading beauties to the ſoul, 4s pe 
While ſcarce l the deep'ning ſhadows roll a 

Now the charm'd lovers dreſs their future years / 

In forms of Joy, then weep delicious tears, T 
Expreſſive o on the glowing cheek that hung, H. 


And ſpoke the fine emotions _ whence they 
7: 50 


Twas 
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'Twas all that virtue whiſpers to the ſoul. 
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Twas truth's warm energy, love's ſweet controul, 
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When Io, Iberia's ruthleſs ſons advance, © 

Roll the ſtern eye, and ſhake the pointed n ; } : 
Oh Nature 1 the deſtroying band oppoſe, cl 55 
Nature, arreſt their courſe—they: come y foes— 2 
Beni gnant power, where thou with lib'ral care 

Hiſt planted joy, they come to plant deſpair— 
Peruvia's tribe beheld the hoſtile ns: 

With deſolating fury pour along ; 5 60 
Witt horror their enſanguin'd path they trac'd, 11 
And now to meet the wurd ring band they haſte 3 . 
The hoary chief to the dire conflict leads. 


His death devoted train—the battle bleeds... 


G 5 Aciloe's 


„ 


Aciloe's ſearching eye can now no more 6; 


The form of Zamor, or her ſire explore; 


She hears the moan of death in every gale, 

She ſees a purple torrent ſtain the vale 3 

While deſtin'd all the bitterneſs to prove 

Of mourning duty, and of bleeding love, 4M 

Exch name that's deareſt wakes her burſting ſigh, 

'Throbs at her ſoul,” and trembles in her eye. 

Now, pierc'd by wounds, and breathleſs from the 
fight, 1 


Her friend, the valiant Omar, ſtruck her ſight: 


« Omar (ſhe cried) you bleed, unhappy youth, 75 
« And ſure that look unfolds ſome fatal truth: 
« Speak, pitying ſpeak, my frantic fears forgive, 


« Say, does my father, does my Zamor live ?” 


| « All, 


— 
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« All, all is loſt, (the dying Omar ſaid) 

« And endleſs griefs are thine, dear wretched 
Wh... 5 80 

« I ſaw thy aged fire a captive bound, 

« I ſaw thy Zamor preſs the crimſon ground“ 

He could no more, he yields his fleeting breath, 

While all in vain the feeks repoſe in death. 

But, oh, how far each other pang above 85 

Throbs the wild agony of hopeleſs love; 

That grief, for which in vain ſhall comfort ſhed 


Her healing balm, or time in pity ſpread 


The veil, that throws a ſhade o'er other care; 


For here, and here alone, profound deſpair 90 | 
Caſts o'er the ſuff ring ſoul à laſting gloom, 


And flowly leads her victim to the tomb. 


G 6 Now 
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Now * tumultuous ſounds aſl her ear, 
And ſoon Alphonſo's or train appear: 5 


ts 0 th ag ring ep he moy'd hos, 95 


She ſaw her father mid the captive throng 4 
She ſaw with dire diſmay, ſhe wildly flew, 


Her ſnowy arms around his form ſhe threw : . 


He bleeds (ſhe cries) I hide his moan 1 pain, 
« My father will not bear the galling chain 4 Joo 


«6 My tender father will his child for lake, 


<« His mourning child, but ſoon her heart will break, 


« Cruel Alphonſo, let not helpleſs age 


Feel thy hard yoke, and meet thy barb rous rage; 


«-Or, oh, if ever mercy mov'd thy foul, 105 


If ever thou haſt felt her bleſt controul, 
« Grant my ſad heart s deſire, and let me ſhare 


& The load, that feeble frame but ill can bear.” 
While 
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| While the young victor, as ſhe falt ring ſpoke, 
With fix'd attention, and with ardent look, 1106 


Hung on her tender glance, that lore inſpires, 


The rage of conqueſt yields to milder fires. 


Yet, as he gaz'd enraptur'd on her form, 3 
Her virtues awe the heart her beauties warm; 
And, while impaſſion'd tones his love reveal, 4 15 
He aſks with holy rites his vows to ſeal— 


4 Hopeſt thou, ſhe cried, thoſe facred ties ſhall 


W 

&« This bleeding heart, this * hand to 
« thine ? 

“To thine, whoſe ruthleſs heart has caus'd my 


| ” pains, 
6 Whoſe barb'rous hands the blood of Z amor 
S | 1 


« Can'ſt 


7 
. 


» 1 


4 Can'ſt chou the murd'rer of my peace, controul 
«© The grief that fwells, the pang that rends my 
4 ſoul ? | 
de That pang ſhall death, ſhall death lone remove, 
And cure the anguiſh of deſpairing love,” 
| In vain th* enatnour'd youth eſſay d each art 125 
To calm her ſorrows, and to ſooth her heart; 
While, in the range of thought, her tender breaſt 
. Could find no hope, on which her griefs might reſt, 
While her ſoft ſoul, which Zamor's image fills, 


' Shrinks from the cruel author of its ills. 130 


At length to madneſs ſtung by fix'd diſdain, 

The victor gives to rage the fiery rein; 

And bids her Wrrow flow from that fond ſource 
Where ſtrong affection feels their eenblt force, 

Whoſe 


ws My en. 
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Whoſe breaſt, when moſt it ſuffers, only heeds 135 
The ſharper pangs by which another bleeds: 

For * his cruel mandate doom'd her fire 
Stretch'd on the bed of torture, to expire; 

Bound on the rack, unmov'd the victim lies, 
Stifing in agony weak nature's ſighs. 140 
But oh, what form of language can impart 

The frantic grief that wrung Aciloe's heart, * 
When to the height of hopeleſs ſorrow wrought, 
The fainting ſpirit feels a pang of thought, 

Which never _— in the hues of ſpeech, I45 
Lives at the ſoul, and mocks expreſſion's each [ 

At length ſhe trembling cried, © the conflict's o'er, 
« My heart, my breaking heart can bear no more 


Vet ſpare his feeble age my vows receive, 


And oh, in mercy, bid my father live!“ 150 
&« Wilt / 
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| % Wiltthou be mine?” the enamour'd chief replies 
es, cruel'! ſee, he dies, my father dies— 


< Save, ſave, my father”— Dear, angelic maid, 
„ The charm'd Alphonſo cried, be fwift obey' d: 


„ Unbind his chains'— Ah, calm each anxious 


— eren 
cc Aciloe's voice no more ſhall plead in vain; 


0 Plac'd near his child, thy aged ſire ſhall hare 


8 Our joy J Rill cheriſh'd by thy tender care 


No more (ſhe cried) will fate that bliſs allow, = 


« Before. my lips ſhall breathe the nuptial vow, 160 
« Some faithful guide ſhall lead his aged feet, 
Jo diſtant ſcenes that yield a ſafe retreat; 


6 Where ſome ſoft heart, ſome gentle band, will 
3 ſhed 


*The 5 of comfort on his hoary head "IO, 
5 N 4 My 
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60 My Zamor, if thy pilit crembles near, 16 5 
6 Forgive * ſhe ceab'd, and Pu her hopeleſs 


tear. | 2» 


Now night deſcends, and leaps each weary breaſt, 
Save ſad Aciloe's, in the balm of reſt. | 

Her aged father 8 beauteous dwelling ſtood = 
Near the cool ſhelter of a waving wood: 270 
But now the gales that bend its foliage die, 

Soft © on the ſllrer turf its ſhadows lie; 

While, ſlowly wand' ring o'er the ſcene below, 
The gazing moon look'd pale as ſilent woe. 

The Aude ſhade, amid whoſe fragrant bowers 175 
Zamor oft ſooth'd with ſong the evening hours, 


Pour'd to the lunar orb, his magic lay, 


More mild, more penſive than her muſing ray 5 
| That 


9 — 
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That ſhade with trembling ſtep, the mourner ſought, 


And thus fhe breath'd her tender, plaintive 
thought. | 180 
„ Ah where, dear object 4 theſe piercing pains, 
« Where reſts thy murder'd form, thy lov'd ponds? 
«© On what ſad ſpot, my Zamor, flow'd the wound 
66 That purpled with thy ſtreaming blood the ground? 
& Oh had Aciloe in that hour been nigh, 18; 
6 Had'ſt thou but fix'd on me thy cloſing eye 
| & Told with faint voice, 'twas death's worſt ping 
+. e 
And dropp'd thy laſt, cold tear upon my mn? 
& A pang leſs bitter then would waſte this breaſt, 
& That in the grave alone ſhall ſeek its reſt. 190 
6 bi as ſome friendly hand, in merey leads 
„ My aged fucker, ſafe to Chili's meads ; 


64 Death 
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« Death ſhall for ever, ſeal the nuptial tie, 

« The bert belov'd by thee is fix d to die. 

She ceas'd, when dimly thro' a flood of tears 195 
She ſees her Zamor's form, his voice ſhe hears— 
60 Tis he, the cried, he moves upon the gale, 

« My Zamor's ſigh is deep—his look is pale— 


« ] faint” his arms receive her ſinking frame, 


He calls his love by every tender name, 200 
He ſtays her fleeting ſpirit — life anew ba 


Warms her cold cheek—his tears her cheek be⸗ 
dev 

& Thy Zamor lives, he cried: as on the ground 

] ſendeleſs Jay, ſome child of pity bound 

My bleeding wounds, and bore me from the 


„plain N 205 


« But thou art loſt, and I have liv'd in vain.” 


& Forgive, 
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-« Zamor forgive thy wrongs, and oh forbear. ; 
« The mild reproach. that fills thy mournful eye, 


C The tear that wets thy cheek—] mean todie! 210 


6 Could I behold my aged fire endure 

c The Pains his wretched child had power to cure ? 
« Still, ſtill my father, ſtretch'd in death, T ſee, 

8 His grey locks trembling, as he gaz d on me: 

« My Zamor, foft-—breathe not fo loud akigh— 215 

* Some lit ning foe my: pityleſs deny | 

« This parting hour—hark, ſure ſome ſtep I 1 

« Zamor again is loſt—for now tis near 

| She paus'd, when ſudden from the nn wood 


A venerable form before them ſtood: 220 


2 ear not, ſoft maid, he ory'd, nor think I tome 
8 1 To ſeal with deeper wileries Gy doom; * 
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To bruiſe the breaking heart that ſorrow rends, 
% Ah not for this Las Caſas hither bends— 
« He comes. to. bid thoſe riſing ſorrows: ceaſe, 225 c 
« 'T o pour upon thy wounds che balm of peace. 
41 covil with dire Almagto' s ruthleſs train 
Thro' ſcenes of death, to Chili's verdant plain; 
Their wiſh, to bathe that verdant plain in gore, 
© Then from its boſom drag the golden ore; 230 
« But bigs to chec k-the Aream of human blood, 
« Or mingle drops of anguiſh with the flood. 
8 When from thoſe fair unconquer'd vales they my 
« This frame was ſtretch'd upon-the languid bed 
Of pale diſeaſe : when helpleſs, and alone, - 3 5 | 
* he Chileſe ipy'd their friend, the murd'rers gone, 
2 With eager ſondneſs round my couch they drew,/ 3 
„And my cold hand with guſhing tears bedew; 

7 ons 4 


142 | p . 


„ By day, they ſooth my pains with ſewer delight, 

<« And give to tacit the chill hours of night; 249 

4 For me their tender ſpirits joy to prove _—_ 

<« The cares of pity, and the toils of love. 

Soon as 1 heard, that o'er this gentle ſeene, 

80 Where peace and virtue mingled ſmile ſerene, 

© The ſoe, like clouds thatfold the tempeſt; hung, 245 

« I hither flew, my breaſt with anguiſh wrung, 

« A Chileſe band the pathleſs deſert trac'd, | 

* And foftly bore me o'er les treery-waifte x 

« Then patting, at my feet they bend, and cla 

v6 Theſe aged knees—my foul. yet feels their 
« graſp, = ee 

Now ofer the vale with painful "I I ſtray d, 


« And reach'd the ſhelt'ring grove : there, hapleſ 


8c maid, | 
> | c My 
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« My liſt'ning ear has caught thy piercing wail, 
« My heart has trembled to thy moving tale. 
And art thou he ! the mournful pair exclaim, 255 
How dear to mis'ry's ſoul, Las Caſas naw] | 
« Spirit benign, who every grief can ſhare, 

„% Whoſe pity ſtoops to make the wretch its care; 

6 Weep: not for us—in vain thy Fon ſhall low 
For hopeleſs anguiſh, and diſtracting woe 260 
They DR” ; in accents mild; the ſaint returns, 

« vetlen an ſooth the pains mi pier mourns : 
Come, gentle ſuff 'rers, follow to yon fane, 
« Where reſts Alphonſo, with his Victor train; 
< My voice ſhall urge his ſoul to gen'rous deeds, 26% 
* And bid him hear, when truth, and nature pleads. i 
While in ſoft tones, Las Caſas thus expreſt 

His pious purpoſe, o'er Aciloe's breaſt | | 


A dawne 


- 
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A dawning ray of cheering comfort ſtreams, 'Mc' 
But faint the hope that on her ſpirit beams 5 270 0K 


Faint, as when ebbing life muſt ſoon depart, 
155 The * that trembles, while it warms the heart, . 
418 6 ] 

6 ] 


Before Alphonfo now the lovers ſtandʒ _ . ] 
Tue aged ſuff rer join'd the mournful band; 
| While with the look that guardian ſeraphs wear, 275 
When ſent to-calm the throbs of mortal care, 
The ſtory of their woes Las Caſas told, | 
Then ery d, © the wretched Zamor here behold 
9 Hop'ſt thou, fond * a paſſion to controul 
« Fix'd in the breaſt, and woven in the foul? 280 
« But hw, miſtaken youth, thy power in vain 
« Would bind thy victim in the nuptial chain: 
Fg 4 That 
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« That faithful heart will rend the galling tie, | 
"0 Ws That heart will break, that tender form will die— 

« Then by each ſacred name to nature dear, 285 
„By her ſtrong ſhriek, her agonizing tear; 

« By every hortor bleeding paſſion knows, 

* By the wild glance that folds her frantic woes ; 

6 By al the waſting pangs that rend her breaſt, 

« By the deep groan that gives her ſpirit reſt! 290 
„e: 9 pleading voice thy boſom RON? 

« And fear to burſt the bonds of plighted love 


He paus'd—now Zamor's moan Alphonſo-heats, 


Now ſees the cheek of age bedew'd with tears: 
aid, and motionleſs, Aciloe ſtands, e 
ix'd was her mournful eye, and claſp'd her hands; 
Her heart was chill'd—her trembling heart, for there 
Hope ſlowly ſinks in cold, wu dark, deſpair, 


ol. 1 n Alphonſo 


39 The mingled tumult of delight ſhe feels, 


oo . 


Alphonſo's ſoul was mov'd—* N o more, he cried, ll © 


< My hapleſs game ſhall hearts like yours divide, 300 / 
«6 Live, tender ſpirit, ſoft Aciloe, . 1 
A And all the wrongs of mad'ning rage forgive. 
2 Go from this deſolated region far, \ 
* Theſe plains, where av'rice ſpreads the waſte of war; . 
«© Go, where pure pleaſures gild the peaceful ſcene, 305 ; 
« Go where mild virtue ſheds her ray ſerene.” 1 
In 1 th* enraptur'd maid would now impart, N 
The riſing joy that ſwells, that pains her heart; _ 
Las Caſas' feet in floods of tears ſhe "PSY TA 
Looks on her fire and ſmiles, then turns, and N 
weeps ; NY 310 a 
5 Then ſmiles again, while her Auſh'd cheek, reveals J 
A 


80 
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Go fall the cryſtal ſhowers of fragrant ſprin g. 

And o'er the pure, clear {ky, ſoft ſhadows fling; 

Then paint the- drooping clouds from which they 
flow -- 145 wo 


With the warm colours of the lucid, bow. 


Now, o'er the barren deſert, Zamor leads 


var; 
355 Aciloe, and her ſire, to Chili's meads: 
There, many a wand'ring wretch, condemn'd to 
roam | 
„Ir hard oppreſton, found a ſnelt ring home: 320 
Zamor to pity, tun'd the vocal ſhell, | 
Bright'ning the tear of anguiſh, as it fell. 
4 Did 7 human Wl throb with 3 
- The heav'aly muſe has ſought to ſooth in vain? 
| She, who can ſtill with harmony its ſighs, 325 


And wake the ſound, at which affliction dies; 


H 2 | 8 Can 
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Can bid the ſtormy paſſions backward roll, 
And o'er their low-hung tempeſts lift the ſoul; 
With magic touch paint nature's various ſcene 
Wild on the mountain, in the vale ſerenez 330 
Can tinge the breathing roſe with brighter bloom, 
Or hang the Gatti) rock in deeper gloom; 
Explore the gem, whoſe pure, refleted ray 
eu o'er the central cave a paler day; . 

Or ſoaring view the comet's fiery frame 3235 
Ruſh oer the ſky, and fold the ſphere in flame; 
While the charm'd ſpirit, ” her accents move, 


Is wrapt in wonder, or diſſolv'd in love. 338 
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CANTO THE SIXT EH. 
2 


TRE ARGUMENT. 


The troops of Almagro and Alphonſo meet on the plains 
of Cuzco—Manco-Capac attacks them by night—hts 
army is defeated, and he is forced to fly with its ſcat- 


tered remain. Cora goes in ſearch of him her in- 


fant in her arms ov rcome with fatigue, ſhe reſts at 
the foot of a mountain—an earthquake—a band of 
Indians fly to the mountains for ſhelter—Cora diſ- 
covers her huſband—their interview=her deatl be 
eſcapes with his infant—Almagro claims a ſhare of 
the ſpoils of Cuzco—his contention with Pizarro—the. 
Spaniards deftroy each other Almagro is taken pri- 3 
ſoner, and put to death—his ſoldiers, in revenge, 
aſſaſſmate Pizarro in his palace—Las Caſas dies. 
Gaſca, 4 Spaniſh eccleſiaſtic, arrives in Peru in- 
veſted with great power his virtuous conduct the 
annual feſtival of the Peruvians—their late victories 
over the Spaniards in Chili—a wiſh for the refloratian-- 
of their liberty—the Poem concludes... 
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C ANTOTHE SIXTH. 


A* length D : and Alphonſo” s train, 
| Each peril paſt, unite on Cuſco's plain: 
Capac, who now bebeld- Witt 8 woe, 


Th' increaſing numbers of the powerful foe, 


Reſolves to pierce: beneath the ſhroud of night * 5 


The hoſtile camp, and brave the vent'rous fight; 


„ Tho' 
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Tho' weak the wrong' d Peruvians arrowy ſhowers, 

To the dire weapons ſtern Iberia pours. 

Fierce was th unequal conteſt, for the ſoul 

When rais'd by ſome high paſſion's ſtrong con- 
| | troul, 7 ny” | 10 

New firings the nerves, and o'er the glowing frame 


Breathes the warm ſpirit of heroic flame, 


But from the ſcene where raging ſlaughter burns, 
The timid muſe with pallid horror turns: 
The ſounds of frantic woe ſhe panting ns; 15 
Where ln dims a mother's eye with tears; 


Or where the maid, who gave to love's ſoft power 


Her faithful ſpirit, weeps the parting hour : 

And ah, till death ſhall eaſe the tender woe, 

That ſoul muſt languiſh, and thoſe tears muſt flow; 20 
Xl 


On- 


15 


Where bath'd in gore, Peruvia's vanquiſh'd train 


Beheld with keen deſpair his warriors yield, 


ANT TO" VE. 
For never with the thrill that rapture proves 


Shall bleſs'd affection hail the form ſhe loves ; : 


Her * glance no more that form ſhall view, 


Her quiv'ring lip has breath' the laſt adieu ! F 


Now night, that pour'd upon her ple 15 25 
The moan of death, withdrew her mournful veil ; 
The ſun roſe lovely from he a flood, 

And morning glitter'd o'er the field of blood ; 


Lay cold and ſenſeleſs on the fanguine plain, 30 


Capac, their gen'rous chief, whoſe ardent ſoul 


Had ſought the rage of battle to controul, 


And fled indignant from the conquer'd held. 
From Cuſco now a wretched throng repair, 35 


Who tread mid” laughter'd heaps in mute deſpair, 


H6 O'er 


O'er ſome lov'd corſe the ſhroud of earth to ſpread, 

And drop the facred tear that ſooths the dead: 

No ſhriek was heard, for agony ſuppreſt 

The fond com lions which eaſe the ſwelling breaſt: : 40 
Each hope for ever loſt, they only crave 

The deep repoſe which wraps the ſhelt'ring grave. 

So the meek Lama, lur'd by ſome decoy 

Of man, from all his unembitter'd joy ; 

Ere while, as free as roves the wand'ring breeze, 45 

Meets the hard burden on his bending knees *; 

* The Lama's bend their knees and ſtoop their body in ſuch a 
Manner as not to diſcompoſe their burden, They move with a flow 
but firm pace, in countries that are impracticable to other animals, 
T hey are neither diſpirited by faſting nor drudgery, while they have 
any ſtrength remaining; but, when they are totally exhauſted, or 
fall under their burden, it is to no purpoſe to harraſs and beat them: 
they will continue ſtriking their heads on the ground, firſt on one 


ſide, then on the other, till they kill e eee ares $ 
Hi Rory 7 the European Certlementr. 


O'er 
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O'er rocks, and mountains, dark, and waſte he goes, 
Nor ſhuns the path where no ſoft herbage grows; 

Till worn with toil, on earth he proſtrate lies, 

Heeds not the barb'rous laſh, but patient dom 50 

Swift o'er the field of death ſad Cora flew, 

Her infant to his mother's boſom grew 

dhe ſeeks her wretched lord, who fled the plain 

With the laſt remnant of his vanquiſh'd train: 

Thro' the lone vale, or foreſt's ſombrous ſhade 55 

A dreary ſolitude, = mourner Riray'd ; | 

Her timid heart can now each danger dare, 

Her drooping ſoul is arm'd by deep deſpair 

Long, long ſhe wander'd, till oppreſs'd with toil, 
Her trembling footſteps track with blood the ſoil ; 60 


In vain with moans her diſtant lord ſhe calls, 


In vain the bitter tear of anguiſh falls; 


Her 


158 9. 
Her moan expires along the deſert wood, 


Her tear is mingled with the crimſon flood. | 


1 Where o'er an p vale a mountain roſe, 65 
Low at its baſe her fainting form ſhe throws ; 
% And eve: my child, - (ſhe cried, with panting 
breath) a | 
4 Here let us wait the hour of ling'ring death: 
cc This tamilb'd boſom wn no more ſupply 
. The ſtreams that nouriſh life, my babe muſt 
W . =” 
cc In vain I ftrive to cheriſh for thy ſake 
« My failing ſtrength; but when my heart-ſtring 
c break, 
ba When my child boſom can no longer warm, 
« My ſtiff *ning arms no more enfold thy form, 


6 Soit 


8 


uſt 


70 


nos 


Soſt 


« Soft on this bed of leaves my child ſhall ſleep, 75 


As thus the dying Cora's plaints aroſe, 


N TO a 150 


« Cloſe to his mother's corſe he will not weep: 

& Oh weep not then, my tender babe, tho' near, 
« I ſhall not hear thy moan, nor ſee thy tear; 
Hope not to move me by thy piercing cry, 

6 Nor ſeek with ſearching look my anſwering 


«9677 e 1 


O'er the fair valley ſudden darkneſs throws 
A hideous horror; thro the wounded air 
Howl'd the ſhrill voice of nature in deſpair ; 
The birds dart ſcreaming thro? the fluid #9 : 5 
And, daſh'd upon the cliffs hard ſurface die; 


High o'er their rocky bounds the billows ſwell, 


Then to their deep abyſs affrighted fell; 
Earth 


* 


Earth groaning heaves with dire convulſive throws, 


While yawning gulphs her central caves diſcloſe: 90 


Now ruſh'd a frighted throng with trembling pace 


Along the vale, and ſought the mountain's baſe ; 


Purpos'd its perilous aſcent to gain, wt 
And dn the ruin low'ring * the plain. . 
They reach'd the | ſpot where Cora claſp'd her 
child, 2 ; 5 
And gaz' d on preſent death with aſpect mild 35 
They pitying paus'd—ſhe lifts her mournful eye, 
And views her lord he hears bis Cora's figh— „ 
He meets her lpok—their melting ſouls unite, 7 
O'erwhelm'd, and agoniz'd with wild delight— 100 
At length ſhe faintly cried, << we yet muſt part! 


4 Short are theſe riſing joys I feel my heart 
« | e « My 


CAN To M 


« My ſuff ring heart is cold, and miſts ariſe 

6 That ſhroud thy image 95 my cloſing eyes: 
« Oh fave my child - our tender infant ſave, 105 
« And ſhed a tear upon chy Cora's grave 

The flutt'ring pulſe of life now ceas'd to play, 

And in his arms a pallid corſe ſhe lay : 

O'er her dear form he hung in ſpeechleſs pain, 
And Rill on Cora call'd, but call'd in vainz 110 
Scarce could his ſoul in one ſhort moment bear 


The wild extreme of tranſport, and deſpair. 


Now o'er the weſt in melting ſoftneſs ſtreams 


A luſtre, milder than the morning beams; 


A purer dawn diſpell'd the fearful night, 115 


And nature glow'd in all the blooms of light ; 
The 
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The birds awake the note that hails the day, 
And foread their pinjons in the purple ray; 
A zone of gold the wave's ſtill boſom bound, 
And beauty ſhed a placid ſmile around. 120 
Then, firſt awaking from his mournful trance, 
The wretched Capac caſt an eager glance N 
On his lov'd babe; th' unconſcious infant mild, | 
And ſhowers of ſofter ſorrow bath'd his child. 
The hollow voice now ſounds in fancy's ear, 125 
She ſees. the dying look, the parting tear, 
That ſought with anxious tenderneſs to ſave 
That dear memorial from the cloſing grave : 
He claſps the object of his love's laſt care, 
And vows for him the load of life to bear; 130 


To rear the bloſſom of a faded flower, 


| And bid remembrance ſooth each ling'ring hour. 
| | 
| i He 


cAnro ww. 163 
He journey'd o'er a dreary length of way, 
To plains where freedom ſhed her hallow'd ray; 
O'er many a pathleſs wot, and mountain hoar, 135 
To that fair clime her lifeleſs form he bore, 
Ye who ne'er ſuffer'd pallicrs hopeleſs pain, 
Deem not the toil that ſooths its anguiſh vain; 
Its fondneſs to the mould'ring corſe extends, 
Its faithful tear with the cold aſhes blends, 140 
Perchance, the conſcious ſpirit of the dead 
Numbers the drops affeQion loves to ſhed ; 
Perchance a ſigh of holy pity gives 
To the ſad boſom, where its image lives. 
Oh nature ſure thy ſympathetic ties = TH 
Shall o'er the ruins of the grave arte 3 


Undying ſpring from the relentleſs tomb, 


And ſhed, in ſcenes of love, a laſting bloom. 


Not 
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Not long Iberia's ſullied trophies wave, 
Her guilty warriors preſs th niece 8 3 150 
For tee, riſing from the caves of earth, 
; Wakes all her ſavage ſpirit into birth 3 „ 1 
Bids proud Almagro feel her baleful flame, 0 
And Cuſco's treaſures from Pizarro claim: 1 
Pizarco holds the rich alluring prize, 1s; ff q 
With firmer graſp, the fires of A0 riſe. u 
Now fierce in hoſtile rage, each warlike train T 
Purple with iſſuing gore Peruvia's plain; | T 
There, breathing hate, and vengeful death they ſtood, T 
And bath'd their impious hands in kindred blood; 160 BY 


While penſive on each hill, whoſe lofty brow 1 
O'echung wich fable woods the vale. below; T1 
Peruvia's hapleſs tribes in ſcatter'd throngs, 07 


Beheld the fiends of firife avenge their wrongs. 


Now 


CANTO 1 


Now conqueſt, bending on her crimſon wings, 165 
Her ſanguine laurel to Pizarro brings; 
While bound, and trembling in her iron chain, 


Almagro ſwells the victor's captive train. 


In vain his pleading voice, his ſuppliant eye, 


Conjure his conqu'ror, by the holy tie T70 


That ſeal'd their mutual league with ſacred force, 


When firſt to climes unknown they bent their courſe; 


When danger's riſing horrors lowr'd afar, 


The ſtorms of ocean, and e "eta of war, 

The ſad remains of waſted life to ſpare, 173 
The ſhrivell'd boſom, and the ſilver'd hair — 

But vainly from his lips theſe accents part, 

Nor move Pizarro's cold, relentleſs heart, 

That never trembled to the ſuff 'rer's ſigh, ; : 

Or view'd the ſuff rer's tear with melting eye. 180 


Almagro 
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Almagro dies—the victor's ſavage pride 

To his pale corſe funereal rites denied. 

Chill'd by the heavy dews of night it lay, 

And wither'd in the ſultry beam of day, 

Till * boſoms, touch'd with gen'rous woe, 183 

In the pale form forgot the tyrant foe ; 

The laſt ſad duties to his aſhes paid, 

And ſooth'd with pity's tear the hov ring ſhade. 

With unrelenting hate the conqu'ror views 

Almagro's band, and vengeance ſtill purſues ; 190 

| Condemns the victims of his power to ſtray 

In drooping poverty's chill, thorny way; 

To pine with lanine's agony ſevere, 

And all the ling'ring forms of death to fear; 

Till by deſpair impell'd, the rival train 195 

Ruſh to the haughty victor's glitt'ring fane; 
e Swi 


2 


90 


93 


* 


Swift on their foe with rage impetuous dart, 
And plunge their daggers in his guilty heart. 
How unavailing now the treaſur'd ore 


That made Peruvia's rifled boſom poor 4 


He falls no mourner near to breathe a ſigh, 


Catch the laſt breath, and cloſe the languid eye; 


| Deſerted, and refus'd the holy tear 


That warm affection ſheds o'er virtue's bier; 
Denied thoſe drops that ſtay the parting breath, 205 
That ſooth the ſpirit on the verge of death ; 


Tho? now the pale expiring form would buy 


With Andes' glitt'ring mines, one faithful ſigh 


Now faint with virtue's toil, Las Caſas' ſoul 
Sought with exulting hope, her heav'nly goal: 210 
A bend- 


168 E x7 6 

A bending angel conſecrates his tears, 

And leads his kindred mind to purer ſpheres. 

But, ah! whence pours: that ſtream of lambent light 

That ſoft-deſcending on the raptur'd ſight, 

Gilds the dark horrors of the raging ſtorm— 2»: 
It lights on earth—mild viſion ! gentle form— 

eis Senfibility ! ſhe ſtands confeſt, 

With trembling ſtep ſhe moves, and panting breaſt; 

Wav'd by the gentle breath of paſſing ſighs 

Looſe in the air her robe expanded flies; | 220 


Wet with the dew of tears her ſoft veil ſtreams, 


And in her eye the ray of pity beams; 


No vivid roſes her mild cheek illume, 

Sorrow's wan touch has chas'd the purple bloom : 
Yet ling'ring there in tender, penſive 3 225 
The ſofter lily fills the vacant place ; 
And 


re WM 169 


And ever as her precious tears bedew | 

Its modeſt flowers, they ſhed a paler hue. 

To yon deſerted grave, lo ſwift ſhe flies 

Where her lov'd victim, mild Las Caſas lies: 230 
Light on the hallow'd turf I ſee her ſtand, 

And ſlowly wave in air her 1 wand; 2 
lee her deck the ſolitary haunt, 

With chaplets twin'd from every weeping plant. 

Its odours mild the ſimple vi'let ſhed, 235 
The ſhrioking lily hung its drooplnd head; 

A moaning be igh'd within the bower, 

And bent the yielding ſtem of every flower: 

* Hither (ſhe cried, her melting tone I hear 

11 vibrates full on fancy's raptur'd ear) 240 
Ve gentle ſpirits whom my ſoul refines, 

* Where all its animating luſtre ſhines; 


Yolo 1h © I | « Ye 


270 „„ Ik 


Ve who can exquiſitely feel the glow 


ec Whoſe ſoft ſuffuſion gilds the cloud of woe; 

« Warm as the colours varying iris pours 245 

&« That tinge with fireaming rays the chilling 
cc ſhowers ; ; 

© Ye to whoſe welding hearts my power endears 

e The tranſport blended with delicious tears, 


4 The bliſs that ſwells to agony the breaſt, 


« The ſympathy that robs the ſoul of reſt; 20 


c Hither with fond S$evoor penſive come, 


e Kiſs the pale ſhrine, and murmur o'er the tomb; 


“gend on the hallow'd turf the tear-full eye 

< And breathe the precious incenſe of a ſigh. 

<« Las Caſas' tear has moiften'd mis'ry*s grave, 255 

« His figh has moan'd the wretch it fail'd to 
« fave! 


« He; 


45 


50 


s 
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CANTO 2 


« He, while conflicting pangs his boſom tear 

« Has ſought the lonely-cavern of deſpair; 

« Where deſolate the fled, and pour'd her thought 1 
« To the dread verge of wild diſtraction wrought. 260 
« While drops of mercy bath'd his hoary cheek, 

« He pour'd by heav'n inſpir'd its accents meek ; | 
« In truth's clear mirror bade the mourner's view 
« Pierce the deep veil which darkling error drew; 
And vanquiſh'd empire with a ſmile reſign, 265 
«© White brighter worlds in fair perſpective ſhine,” — 
She paus · Get Riill-the ſweet enthuſiaſt bends 


O'er the cold turf, and {till her tear deſcends ; 


The ever-falling tears her beauties ſhroud, 


Till low ſhe vaniſh'd in a fleecy cloud. 270 
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Mild Gaſca now, the meſſenger of peace, 
Suſpends the ſtorm, and bids the tumult ceaſe, 
Pure ſpirit in Raligion's garb he came, 

And allele * felt her holy flame; 
*T was then her vot'ries glory, and their care 2) 5 
To bid opprefiion's harpy talons ſpare ; 
To bend the crimſon banner he unfurl'd, 
And ſhelter from his graſp a ſuff ring world: 
Gaſca, the guardian miniſter of woe, 
Bids o'er her wounds the balms of comfort flow. 280 
While rich Potoſi & rolls the copious tide 
Of wealth, unbounded as the wiſh of pride ; 
His pure, unſullied foul with high diſdain 
For virtue * the faſcinating bane; 

'* See a delightful repreſentation of the incorruptible integrity of 


this Spaniard i in Robertfon's Hiſtory of America 
| Her 


5 


rr 173 


Her ſeraph form can ſtill his breaſt allure 285 
Tho” dreſt in weeds, ſhe triumph'd to be poor— 
Hopeleſs ambition's murders to coffin; 3 
And virtue's wrongs, he ſought Iberia's plain, | 
Without one mean reſerye he nobly brings 

A maſſive treaſure, yet unknown to kings: 290 
No purple pomp around his dome was ſpread 

No gilded roofs hung glitt' ring o'er his head; 

Yet peace with milder radiance deck'd his bower, 
And crown'd with dearer joy life's evening hour 
While virtue whilſper'd to his conſcious heart 295 


The ſweet reflexion of its high deſert. v 


Ah, meek Peruvia, till thy murmur'd ſighs 
Thy ſtifled groans in fancy's ear ariſe; 
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Sadd'ning ſhe vie ws thy deſolated ſoul, RE 2 
As flow the circling years of bondage roll, 300 i * 
Redeem from tyranny's oppreſſive power ; 
With fond affection's force, one ſacred hour, 8 


And conſecrate its fleeting, precious ſpace, 
The dear remembrance of the paſt to trace. 


Call from her bed of duſt joy's buried ſhade ; 305 


She ſmiles in mem'ry's lucid robes array'd, 

O'er thy creative ſcene * majeſtic moves, 

And wakes each mild delight thy fancy loves. | 
But ſoon the image of thy wrongs in clouds 

T he fair and Ge ray of pleaſure ſhrouds ; 310 


7 4 oa thy creative ſcene.” The Peruvians have ſolemn days 
on which they aſſume their antient dreſs. Some among them repre- 
ſent a tragedy, the ſabje& of which is the death of Atabalipa. The 
audience, who begin with ſhedding tears, are afterwards tranſported 
into a kind of madneſs, It ſeldom happens in theſe feſtivals, but 
that ſome Spaniard is lain, Abbe Raynal's Hiſtory. -. | 
Far 


e vs a 


Far other viſions melt thy mournful eye, 

And wake the guſhing tear, th' indignant ſigh ;." 
There Ataliba's ſacred, murder'd form, 

Sinks in the billow of oppreſſion's ſtorm; 


Wild o'er the ſcene of death thy glances roll, 315 
And pangs tumultuous ſwell thy troubled ſoul; 
% Tay boſom burns, diſtraction ſpreads her flames, 
And from the tyrant foe her victim claims. 


But, 1s! where burſting deſolation's night, 
A ſudden ray of glory cheers my fight ; 320 
From my fond eye the tear of rapture flows, ; 
My heart with pure delight exulting glows: 


A blooming chief of India's royal race, 


Whoſe ſoaring ſoul, its high deſcent can trace, - 


176 . 


The flag of freedom rears on Chili's * plain, 325 
And leads to glorious ſtrife his gen'rous train: 
And ſee Iberia bleeds ! while vict'ry twines 

Her faireſt bloſſoms round Peruvia's ſhrines; 

The gaping wounds of earth difcloſe no more 
The lucid liver, and the glowing ore; 330 
A brighter glory gilds the paſſing hour, 

While freedom breaks the rod of lawleſs power : 

| Lo on the Andes? icy ſteep ſhe glows, 

And prints with rapid ſtep th' eternal 9 
Or moves majeſtic o'er the deſert plain, - ; 335 


And eloquently pours her potent ſtrain. 


*, On Chili's plain.” An Indian deſcended from the Inca's, has 
lately obtained ſeveral victories over the Spaniards, the gold mines 
have been for ſome time ſhut up; and there is much reaſon to hope, 
that theſe injured nations may recover the liberty of which they have 
been ſo cruelly deprived. 


Still 
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325 H Still may that ſtrain the patriot's ſoul infpire, 
And {ill this N race her ſpirit fire. 
0 Freedom, may thy genius ſtill bend 
Beneath thy creſt may proud Iberia bend xx; 
While roll'd in duſt thy graceful feet beneath, 
130 MN Fades the dark laurel of her 1 wreath; 
Bend her red trophies, tear her victor plume, 
And cloſe inſatiate laughter's yawning tomb. 
Again on ſoft Peruvia's fragrant breaſt 345 
May beauty bloſſom, and may pleaſure reſt, 
Peru, the 3 that vainly moutn'l thy woes, 
Whom pity robb'd ſo long of dear repoſe ; 
The muſe, whoſe penſive ſoul with anguiſh. wrung 
Her early lyre for thee has trembling ſtrung; 350 
Shed the weak tear, and breath'd the powerleſs ſigh, 
Which ſoon in cold oblivion's ſhade muſt die ; 


I's Pants 
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Pants with the wiſh thy deeds may riſe to fame, 
Bright on ſome living harp's immortal Gon 
While on the ſtring of extaſy, it pours | 355 
Thy future triumphs o'er uunumber'd ſhores, 
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8 IDDONS! the Muſe, for many a joy fi d, 
Feelings which ever ſeem too ſwiftly fled—- - 
For thoſe delicious tears ſhe loves to ſhed, 2 

Around thy brow the wreath of praiſe would bind 

But can her feeble notes thy praiſe unfold ? 

Repeat the tones each changing paſſion gives, 


Or mark where nature in thy action lives, 


Where, in thy pauſe, ſhe ſpeaks a pang untold ! 
| I 6 When 


80 s ON N T. 
When fierce ambition ſteels thy daring breaſt, 
When * thy frantic look our glance recedes; 
Or oh, divine enthuſiaſt! when oppreſt 
By 8 love, that eye of ſoftneſs- —— 
The ſun- beam all can feel, but who can trace 


'The inkant light, and catch the radiant grace 
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PALE moon! thy mild benignant Tight 

May glad ſome other captive's fight ; 
: Bright ning the gloomy objects nigh, 
Thy beams a lenient thought ſupply : 
But, oh, pale moon! what ray of thine 
Can ſooth a miſery like apr 
Chaſe the ſad image of the paſt, 
And woes for ever doom'd to laſt. 

Where 


184 QUEEN MAR Y's 


N 
Where are the years with pleaſure gay ? 
How bright ir cone] how ſhort their ſtay !— 
Where are the crowns, that round my head 
A double glory vainly ſpread ? 
Where are the beauties wont to move, 
The grace, converting awe to love: ? 
Alas, had fate ed to bleſs 
Its equal hand had giv'n me Jeſs ! ! 
185 | W 
Why did the regal garb array 
A breaſt that tender paſſions ſway ? 
A foul of unſuſpicious frame, 
Which leans with faith on friendſhi p's. name— 
Ye vaniſh'd hopes ! ye broken ties ! 
By perfidy, in friendſhip's guiſe, - 


This 


COMPLALNT., 


T his breaſt was injur'd, loſt, betray'd— 
Where, where ſhall Mary look for aid ? 

Wo 
How could I hope redreſs to end. 
Stern rival! from thy envious wind] ? 
How could I c'er thy words believe? 
O ever dena to deceive 3 
I wiles abhorr'd ſhall vleaſe alone 
Cold boſoms, ſelfiſh as thy own; 
While ages hence, indignant hear 
The horrors of my fate ſevere. 

v. 

Have not thy unrelenting hands 
Torn nature's moſt endearing bands ? 
. er I hop'd from woman's name, 


The ties of blood, the ſtranger's claim; 


A ſiſter= 


— 


6 QUEEN MAR Vs, Kc. 


A ſiſter-queen's deſpairing breaſt 
On thee ſecurely lean'd for reſt; 
On thee ! from whom that breaſt has bled 
With ſharper ills than thoſe I fled. 
| ,; 4 
Ob, fkill'd in every baſer art ! 
Tyrant! to this unguarded heart 
No guilt ſo black as thine belongs, 
Whack loads my length'ning years with wrongs... 
Strike then at once, infatiate foe ! 
The long, premeditated blow ; 


So ſhall thy jealous terrors ceaſe, 


And Mary's harraſs'd foul have peace: 


AN 


S roam'd a pilgrim o'er the mountain drear, 
On whoſe lone verge the foaming billows roar ; 
The wail of hopeleſs ſortow pierc'd his ear, 


And ſwell'd at diſtance on the ſounding ſhore: 


toren k r 1 


The mourner breath'd her deep complaint to night, 
Her moan ſhe mingled with the rapid blaſt; 
That bar'd her boſom in its waſting flight, 


And o'er the earth her ſcatter'd treſſes caſt ! 


Wc Ye winds, the * ſtill heave the lab'ring deep, 
The 8 the howkng foreſt rend; 

* Still daſh the ſhiv'ring fragment from the ſteep, 
0 Nor for a wretch-like me the ſtorm ſuſpend. 


* Ah, wherefore with the riſing ſtorm to ſpare ? 
« Ah, why implore the raging winds to fave ! ? 

xc What refuge can the breaſt where lives deſpair 
* Deſire but death? what ſhelter but the grave? 


« To 


an 3 LET CY. 191 


e To me congenial is the gloom of night, 
The ſavage howlings that inſeſt the air; 
J unappall'd can view the fatal light, 


< That flaſhes from the poi nted lightning's glare. 


* And yet ere while, if night her ſhadows threw 


c Over the known woodlands of my native vale; 


* Fancy in viſions wild the landſcape drew, 


* And ſwell'd with boding ſounds the whiſp'ring 


P gale. 


* But deep deſpair has arm'd my timid ſoul, 
&« And agony has numb'd the throb of fear 
* Taught a weak heart its terrors to controul, 


* And more to court than ſhun the danger near ; 


a Yet 


192 E D r N E L I A, 


« Yet could I welcome the return of light, $ 
Its glim'ring beam mi ght guide my ſearching eye, 
& The ſacred ſpot might then emerge from night, 4 
6 On which a lover's bleeding relicks lie! 
<« For ſure *twas here: as late a ſhepherd ſtray'd P 
« Bewilder'd, o'er the mountain's dreary bound, 
* Cloſe to the 1532550 cliff he ſaw him laid, 7 
Where heav'd the waters of the deep an!, 
cs Alas, | as Jonger could his heart endure : 
The woes that heart was doom'd for me to prove: 
Pe 


He ſought for death—for death the only cure, 


That fate can give to vain, and hopeleſs love. 


cc My 
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« My fire, unjuſt, while paſſion ſwell'd his breaſt, | 
« From the lov'd Alfred his Euphelia tore ; 
& Mock'd the keen ſorrows that my foul oppreſt, 


« And bade me, vainly bade me love no more ! 


« He told me love, was like yon” troubled deep, 
« Whoſe reſtleſs billows never know repoſe z ; 


bc Are wildly daſh'd upon the rocky ſteep, 


And tremble to the lighteſt breeze that blows ! 


4 F com theſe rude ſtorms remote, her gentle balm, 
* Dear to the ſuff ring ſpirit, peace applies 

Peace! *tis th* oblivious lake's deteſted calm 

Whole dull, flow waters never fall or riſe, 


VOL, 11. | | K | | 46 Ah, 
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cc Ah, what avails a parent's ſtern command, 


The force of conq'ring paſſion to ſubdue? 
4 And wherefore ſeek to rend, with cruel hand, 8 
4 The ties enchanted love ſo fondly drew! 


„Vet could ſee my Alfred's fix'd deſpair, 6 
« And aw'd by filial fear conceal my woes; 
4 My coward heart cou'd ſeparation bear, « 


4 And check the ſtruggling anguiſh as it roſe! 


« ”T was guilt the barb'rous-mandate to obey, 6 
& Which bade no. parting ſigh my boſom move, 
« Victim of duty's unrelenting ſway, . I* 


<« I ſeem'd a traitor, while a ſlave to love! 


an EE L ET GG: X.- | 195 
4 Let her, who ſeal'd a lover's fate, endure 
The ſharpeſt preſſure of deſerv'd diſtreſs ; 


« Tyere added perfidy to ſeek a cure, 


« And ſtain'd with falſhood, wiſh to ſuffer les. 


« For wretches doom'd in other griefs to pine, 
“ Oft' will benignant hope her ray impart; 
« And pity oft* from her celeſtial ſhrine, 


Drop a warm tear upon the fainting heart, 


“ But o'er the laſting gloom of love's deſpair, 
« Can hope' 8 bright ray its cheering viſions ſhed? ? 


„Can pity ſooth the woes that breaſt muſt bear, 


Which vainly loves, and vainly mourns the dead 


Ex No-! 
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« No! lag ring ſtill, and Rill prolong'd, the moan 
2 108 Shall never pauſe, till heaves my lateſt breath, : 
« Till memory's diſtracting pang i flown, 
| « And all my ſorrows ſhall be huſh'd in death, 


« And death is pitying come, whoſe hand ſhall tear 
&« From this afflicted heart the ſenſe of pain; 
« My fainting limbs refuſe their load to bear, 5 


« And life no longer will my form ſuſtain, 


„ Yet once did health's enliv'ning glow adorn, 
And pleaſure ſhed for me her lovelieſt ray, 
« Pure as the gentle ſtar that gilds the morn, 


6 And conſtant as the equal light of day 


- 


& Now 


W 
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« Now thoſe loſt pleaſures trac'd by memory, ſeem 


« Like yon' illuſive meteor's glancing light q 
« That o'er the darkneſs threw its inſtant gleam, 


« Then ſunk, and vaniſh'd in the depth of night. 


« My native vale ! and thou delightful bower ! 
« Scenes to my hopeleſs love for ever dear; 
Sweet vale, for whom the morning wak'd her flow'r, 


« Gaybower, for whom the evening pour'd her tear. 


] aſk no more to ſee your beauties riſe— 1 

* rocks and mountains, on whoſe rugged breaſt 
« My Alfred, murder'd by Euphelia, lies, 

« In your deep ſolitudes oh let me reſt! 


K 3 | « And 
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«. And ſure the dawning ray that lights the ſieep, 
And lowly wanders o'er the purple wave 55 

“Will ſhew me where his ured relics fleep, | 

* Will lead his mourner to her deſtin'd grave,”— 


Over the high precipice unmov'd ſhe bent, 
A fearful path the beams of morning ſhe w, 
The pilgrim reach'd with toil the rude aſcent, 
And ſaw her brooding o'er the deep below. 


cc Euphelia ſtay ! he cried, thy. Alfred calls 
« Oh ſtay, my love! in ſorrow yet more dear, 
« J come In vain the ſoothing accent falls, 


Alas, it reach'd not her diſtracted ear. 
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ce ni what avails, ſhe faid, that morni ning roſe > 
6 With fruitleſs pain I ſeek his mould'ring clay; 3 
6c V ain ſearch! to fill the meaſure of my woes, 
„The foaming farge has waſh'd his corſe away. 


— 
— 


60 This ot agony why longer bear ? 
c Death, death alone can all my pangs remove; 
« Kind death will baniſh from my heart deſpair, 


| 5. IR 


% And when I live again—T live to loved 


She ſaid, and plung'd into the awful deep— 


He ſaw her meet the fury of the wave; 


| He frantic ſaw |! and darting to the ſteep 


With deſp'rate anguiſh, ſought her wat'ry grave, 


He 


e 
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He claſp'd her dying form, he ſhar'd her ſighs, 


He check'd the billow ruſhing on her breaſt ; 
She felt his dear embrace—her-clofing | eyes . 


Were fix'd on Alfred; and her death was bleſt.— 
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Ewu child of ſoul ! I fondly trace, 
Thy ſtrong enchantments, when the poet's lyre, * 
T he Fin pencil catch thy ſacred fire, q 
And beauty wakes for thee her touching grace 
But from this frighted glance thy form 1 | 
When horrors . thy tear, thy ſtruggling ſigh, 
When frenzy rolls in thy impaſſion'd eye, 
Or guilt fits heavy on thy lab'ring heart 
Nor 


_ 80 . 


| Nor ever let my ſhud#'ring fancy bear 
The waſting groan, or view the pallid look 
Ol him „ the Muſes On WG hope forſook 
His ſpirit, l to the Muſes dear! 
„ For cla d with heay 'nly ſong, this bleeding breaſt, 
Mourns the 1 power of verſe could give deſpair 


no reſt. — 


* Chattertone. _ 
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